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ROUGH RECOLLECTIONS 



CHAPTER I. 



MT FBIE5D PJSKROSB. — TOUNQ LADIES MADB V? 
FOB TBE EAST IVDIAA MATBIHONUL MABT. — 
SKETCHES OF CHABACTEB. — THE HALF-CASTE 
WIFE. 



In my course of desultory reading, I recollect 
coining upon a sweetly written fiction, called 
•* Ormond *^ in which I was so struck by the 
following passage that I copied, and now 
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quote it, as a peg on which to hang some 
aftermath of thought : — " Whence (says the 
'^ author) can arise, in human creatures, this 
^' disposition to disturb the peace of those 
" we love, and by whom they ought to have 
" the deepest conviction that they themselves 
'* are beloved ? Whence can proceed that 
" mysterious propensity which impels the 
" victim of passion to be for ever sounding 
" the unfathomable depths of human feelings 
" to find materials for its own misery T 

My friend Penrose was a most undisci- 
plined self-torture ; and the above observa- 
tion came vividly to my remembrance one 
evening, as sitting in the veranda of Captain 
M's castellated bungalow, I read a letter I 
had just received from Penrose, who, for the 
twentieth time, was invdving himself in aU 
the inextricable intricacies of a woman'5 
heart — fancying himself in love — coquetted 



BOtJGQ RSCOiUOTtOHa 3 

with — ^yet adored ; and finally working him- 
self up to the extreme pitch of death or ma- 
trimony, a dose of laudanum or a license. 
The amount of the truth of the case lay in 
the narrow compass of the certainty, on my 
part, that the young lady neither lored him, 
nor was capable of loving any body. Skt 
was quite an ephemeral, heartless creature— 
a creation of modem rearing-up for the East 
Indian marriage mart ; and, at times, Pen- 
rose was convinced of these unwholesome 
firsts. But, noble and fine fellow as he wa% 
his imagination was so keen, his passiofiS so 
fervid, that he was more fitted than mmf 
men of not one third of his capacity, to^ be^ 
come the dupe of an artful designing girl. 
Captain M. was not come back from his 
afternoon ride, and had promised to bring 
home with him a few friends to chat away 
B 3 * 
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the evening over a grill, so I sat down at 
bis desk and wrote a letter. 

" My dear Penrose, I can only laugh at 
your somewhat stale trick of persisting to 
nurse a passion, which not only can never be 
returned, but which is also unworthy of you, 
since the object is one of those every day bau- 
bles of animated, painted clay, which sell 
themselves to the highest bidder. Love you she 
jiever did — ^you yourself confess it : love you 
she never will, for she is unequal to such a 
glorious undertaking, How a mind like yours, 
Penrose, should have thus succumbed to the 
inferiority of such a tinsel intellect as that 
which Eliza Lane possesses, is to me an un- 
solvable enigma. But your heart is yet 
young in the : 
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** Njmpholepsy of a fond despair. 



ROUQH REC0LLEGTI05&U 9 

^ Its feelings are ardent with the cravings 
for a genuine passion... with the hesoin <f 
aimer ; and led astray by every bright 
meteor that crosses your path, you &ncy 
each in its turn a comet. Eliza is wholly 
unintellectual : soul there is none to inhabit 
that beautiful lay-figure, over which so many 
deceitful charms have been thrown by the 
profuse liberality of nature. She is, in 
sooth, one of the Moslem's seraglio-breed — 

" A soul-less toy for tyrants — " 

but the innocent harmlessness of the bijou 
is wanting to complete the truth of the pic- 
ture. There are art, arrogance, and avarice, 
and vanity swelling in that fair bosom,... too 
fair a nest to harbour so foul a brood I Look 
around you, look into the sanctuary of youi* 
iown heart, occupied too long by so unworthy 



• ~'jr 



- -nr r 



Jl ^ 
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with the mo8t sanguine dreams of future ag- 
grandizements., .dreams, like Distaffina's, of 

^ Pots a&d pans all tara*d to gold." 

these pitiable girls become smiling victims 
at the shiine of ambition, and shine their 
short hour at one of the three Presidencies^ 
until '' an estdblishmmf is obtained ; when 
matrimonj, that consummation of their as- 
pirations, sinks them into frigid wives and 
frivolous mothers. The mind, destroyed by 
unwise culture, seldom recovers the powers 
of fecundity ; or produces nothing but weeds. 
There are your acquaintances.. .Julia, Anna» 
and Louisa Pentecost. What can such gew- 
gaw nonentities, do to render the marriage 
state an improvement on celibacy ? What 
are they more than the " butterflies born in 
a bower^ of which the song tells ? Julia 
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singfi, but she sings just as a barrel-organ 
plays. ..it is the mere mechanism of the lungs, 
trained by tuition ; there are words and 
sounds . . . cadenzas, rouUades, and ' dying 
falls f but there is no feeling, no taste. 
The anatomy is perfect ; nay, it is clothed 
passing well with flesh, but there is no soul, 
*no life withal. Anna has beautiful blue 
eyes, and a beautiful blue eternal gown, and 
she sits (at visiting hours) before a beautiful 
sofa-table, and there are pallet, pencils 
paints before her : she draws a pretty, 
tempting, yellowish, lumpy thing... nameless 
to a botanist, or even a gardener... but she 
calls it a Peach. It is voted true to nature, 
lauded to the skies as a chefd-ouvre — but it 
is very much like an onion, daubed over 
with ochre sauce, after all! Louisa is sur- 
rounded by the latest publications : a volume 
of Mrs. 6re/s last novel is on her lap ; Emma 
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fioberts's matchless Indian Sketches' peeps 
out of her work-corbeille, where i: lies half 
kid for shoWy among finished frills and unfin- 
ished bead-purses. The last ' Book of Be:iutj' 
glares before her, in felicitous juxta position 
with a vase full of Gloriosa superbas ; while 
Fannj Eemble's philiipics, con America 
discarded to the floor, look bilious from bad 
treatment. The fair, or rather blue Louisa 
talks loudly of the march of intellect, senti- 
ment, and sonnets : regards Keats and Leigh 
Hunt despisinglj, but admires Bjron, and 
defines the word '* passion'' She rather un- 
der-rates Crabbe — "nature is so unnatural ;" 
but adores Moore — " his angels are so 
charmingly man-like.'' She looks upon 
" Henrietta Temple " as an apocalypse of 
the most startling splendour ; votes Mi!^s 
Martineau " the Thalaba of taste f — and 
after quoting a thousand truisms and istolidi^ 
B 5 
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ties — ^uttered in the pcUais of fashion — de- 
precates the ridicule of her auditors by an 
ortilleryism of the finest black eyes in the 
world t And thus it is with almost all our 
Indian belles : they are fully competent to 
grace a banquet, or to glide through a ball* 
room ; they commit waltzery with a lan- 
guishing look and an dbandon of person 
with which no man, until he becomes the 
husband of the danseuse, can find fault 
But arouse thee, Penrose ; thou wert born 
for better love than that thou art pursuing. 
Thou art mistaking the mist of the 
mirage for the lustre of the lake — but thou 
must recover. The sight of beauty acts 
upon you like the bite of the Dipsas-snak^ 
which produces insatiable thirst ; but it is 
only when accompanied by sense, when 
impregnated with rational piety, and intel- 
lectual energy, that Beauty becomes a health'- 
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ful fountaio, whose delicious waters bestow 
true fdicity on whosoever imbibes their 
*' treasures hyaline." Personal charms majr 
win a hearty but only intellect and virtue 
can hep it ! 

'^ I will tell you, Penrose, a little event 
that occurred here the other day, to show 
you how slight a trifle may sometimes elicit 
the devil lurking in a woman's nature. For 
the nonce, I shall imitate you, and fanejf 
myself a lover while I despairingly narrate 
the destruction of my hopes... and all through 
a pair of shoes ! It seems that our clever 
friend, Claude Roberts, is the author of 
that series of papers in our best Madras 
journal entitled *' The Hermit in India ;" 
and in a recent article he lucubrated in a 
strain of playful sarcasm on the subject of 
ladies' feet and ladies' shoes— condemning 
as utterly roooeOj vulgar, and bdow the 
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salt, every woman guilty of wearing sach 
inodoriferous, clumsy articles as are manu- 
factured by our native chuchlers (shoe- 
makers), instead of procuring such as are of 
French origin. Oh, atrocious Roberts ! 
because thy worthy father has written the 
" Lite of Hannah More,'' is thai any reason 
that you should meddle with the chaussure 
de dames ? Why shouldst thm be a " Last 
Man V^ He has crushed to atoms the 
sweetest chateau en espagne that ever 
aerial artisan erected ! He has annihilated 
by a single coup de la plume a centenary of 
ecstatic hopes, that — ^like spotted butterflies 
round a rose... were fluttering about my 
heart with a potency of beauty that was, 
alas ! but too ephemeral ! I would that 
he was condemned to inhale the odours of 
tan and tough leather for ever ! I would 
that he were fed to all eternity on stewed 
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sheepskin and parboiled cheverill I would 
that I had. the power of Yisconti, that 
cruel Duke of Milan, who commanded that 
the execution of one delinquent should be 
prolonged for an entire year; and then I 
should order him to receive a dozen thwacks 
of the bastinado daily, until his sole was 
sole no more ! How should / know that 
Selina — but listen, my sympathizing Pen- 
rose. 

" Selina Skuttleback is not one of those 
young ladies who assail you, like a swarm 
of gadflies, from every fresh ship that 
reaches Madras. She was not sent, when 
rising thirteen, to a fashionable seminary in 
the purlieus of Kennington, where instruc- 
tions were given that she should be educated 
for India. She does not draw a little, nor 
play a little, nor talk French a little, nor 
sing Italian a little. She does not paint 
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red cabbages and call* them peonies ; neither 
does she dislocate her ten fingers bj flinging 
them simultaneously on a piano, therebjelicit- 
ing a cacaphonous series of sounds^ which she 
calls '^ Something by ThaJberg. * No ; she 
is— ^r was — in my opinion, accomplished 
down to the very extremities,. ..as a lady 
once said ; and I had really began to imagine 
her quite a faultless monster, when the 
other evening, as we were talking dense 
cerulean, one unlucky remark of mine, pro- 
ceeding from my innocency touching leather, 
awoke me from all my illusory hopes. 

''We had been descanting on the late 
literary works of the day ; we had decided 
that this novel was a case of failure — that a 
decided epopee; one was voted a bore — 
another premier cril. At last we spoke of 
our orientals, coinciding in admiring J. B. 
Fraser and D. L. Richardson — as who does 
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not ? ' And what do you think of "" The 
Hermit in India '' V questioned she ; ' ia he 
not a — ' 

" * Oh, decidedly !' interrupted I, like a 
blundering idiot, conceiving most inoppor* 
tunely that her opinion on this pointy sa on 
the others, tallied with my own : — * he is a 
most talanted creature ...quite a literary 
lion. I could hug the fellow for his castiga* 
tion of ladies who are in the habit of wear- 
ing ekuckler's shoes F 

'^ Here was the rubicon, and I had passed 
it. We had for the last ten minutes been 
walking up and down the veranda ; but 
now the fair arm that rested within mine 
was violently jerked away; a fire flashed 
from those hitherto dovelike eyes that would 
have scorched a salamander to cinders ; and 
in a voice — oh, Jupiter Tonans ! how dif<* 
Utmt from its usual lone !.,.a voice loud as 
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a kulera born, and brassj, and shrill, she 
shouted../ / always wear country-made 
shoes, and the fusty old hermit and his ad- 
mirers are a pack of ninnyhammers V With 
that she bounced away like a shot from a cul- 
verin ; overturning in her progress an unof- 
fending red velvet mora (footstool), and tread- 
ing on the tail of a pet munghoose until it 
shrieked * misericordia ' in its own tongue. 
I was horror-struck ! The angel of yesterday 
was the demon of to-day ! She looked the 
embodiment of a tempest, and walked a 
visible whirlwind ! An ice-bolt seemed to 
have got into my blood, and my dream of 
fancied perfection melted into thin air. Can 
I forgive Robertis for being the original cause 
of my disenchantment ? Never I I shall 
in future regard his sketches as the direful 
cabala of some " diable boitettoo/' whose ne- 
cromantic expos^ have destroyed my visions 
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of bliss. Or, suppose I turn character-des- 
criber myself, and for jour diversion toss 
you up a few sketches, just as a Guisiniere 
will toss up an omelette soufflee. Tes, here 
are a trio of Miss Skuttleback's lovers to 
begin with : 

^' Walter Mac Snuffle is a Scotchman, and 
one of the genus SeptUia — in military par- 
lance, a suck^ or sneak. He is the man 
from whom Glover by anticipation made his 
sketch in Leonidas : 



-" thro' the servile court, 



Yet none was found more practised in the arts 
Of mean submission ; none more skilled to gain 
The royal favour ; none who better knew 
The phrase, the look, the gesture of a slave !" 



He is not a person who has no opinion of 
his own. He has an opinion of his own, 
but he lays it by in the narrow and dusky 
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crypt of bis wilj breast, to take up tbat of 
the person he wishes to make bis friend, bis 
patron, or bis tooL He is a man who air- 
ways bangs bis quiver in the gaudiest belt. 
When be enters a room — which he does 
awkwardly, his long arms dragged back, 
and pinned to his sides — be peers from under 
bis beetling brows with bis small toady eyes^ 
and instantly singles out him, or those, who 
are to be the worshipped for the hour. I 
think he must be endowed with a seuse of 
smell more powerful than is common, out of 
the canine species, for be seems to dis- 
cover rank by a snuff of the nostrils. Smells 
rank rankly, then ? I know not : but his 
devotion is always tacked to the sleeve of 
tbat officer in the Division, or Garrison, or 
R^ment (as may be), who has most influ- 
enoe in it. The Staff, too, are minor gods, 
and in the absence of the Bel and Dagon, 
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have all his oUations. He has a wonderful 
penchant for an influential man. He disr 
covers one by instinct — ^like tiiose little 
French dogs whidi dig up truffles and cham* 
pignons. Perhaps th^ are trained to it**-in 
which ease the simile holds not good. If 
there should prove to be any truth in the 
doctrine of Pythagoras I shall expect to 
meet Mac Snuffle hereafter in the shape of a 
pot-licking turnspit ... a sly, specious fox . . . or 
a bat of that species which inhabits the 
Brazilian woods. On the approach of night, 
it seeks the couch of the belated woodcutter, 
where, by the dtrange humming of its wings, 
it hushes him to a deep sleep ; and then, 
fixing its fangs in the breast of its victim, 
it drinks his heart's blood !... After all, how- 
ever, he may only become a leech : or a 
worm. ..crawl, crawl, crawling on to " im- 
mortal smash.'' Mac Snuffle has robbed me 
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of three of my friends, merely by inuendos 
...by ** hinting a fault and hesitating a dis- 
like/' Tet he is the mildest of mild men, 
his tones are cajoleries, his words smooth as 
molten ghee. He seldom contradicts ; when 
he does, it is where there is but one anta- 
gonist, and that one *' no man of weight in 
the parish f no official animalcule. He is a 
man-chameleon, and is of whatever colour 
most prevails around him. He can "look 
the flower, but be the serpent under it ;" and 

has undoubtedly inhaled the scent of chat 
plant, " the odour of whose leaves breedeth 
a scorpion in the brain." The Italian pro- 
verb suits him well, and (counting his coun- 
try ( amagramatically : — 

'' Chi ha far com Tosco 
Non Yuole esser loscod.** 

Which may be doggrelized into — 
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'' He who hatb to do with Scot» 
Should be no greenhorn, well I wot.** 

He is, in conclusion, a fine specimen of the 
PhuscdophogdSy or Toadeater. His atten- 
tions to Selina may be ascribed to the in- 
fluential position of her uncle at Head 
Quarters. 

" A very different person is her second 
admirer, Mr. Peter Penny. He is but 
five feet four, and in dimensions his mind 
is as stunted as his body. With a figure 
that by no mean conveys an idea of anato- 
mical beauty, he possesses a countenance 
most admirably calculated to form a study 
for young pictorial practitioners in the cari- 
cature line. Yet in this little man's little 
brain some strange chance has contrived to 
accumulate a mass of conceit quite sufficient 
to stock a whole synod of Edinburgh meta- 
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physicians, or Cheapside drapers' appren- 
tices. He is, or thinks he is — which is not 
quite the same thing — a perfect * lady's 
man ;' but his conversation — ^if his talk can 
merit such an appellation — is composed of a 
cento from all the most common common- 
places extant. In personal appearance he 
esteems himself an Adonis, — in mental vis 
he considers himself an intellectual Golos* 
sus. His latent parsimony exhibits itself by 
his continually recurring remarks on extrava- 
gance, debt, and personal expenditure ; in 
his shabby, ill made habiliments, formed of 
the cheapest materials, and in his extreme 
predilection for sales, auctions &c., where 
he can pick up all sorts of third hand arti- 
cles. I begin to think that Miss Skuttle- 
back encourages Mr. Penny solely because 
he patronizes her pet chuckler. 

" Then comes Mr. Colin Clanalphin — quite 
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a contrast to his rival : the zenith to Penny's 
Badir. R^red by a romantic mother, and 
aasociatiog up to his seventeenth year virith 
a triad of sentimental sisters^ he is a Sappho 
in pantaloons and a regimental jacket 
With a wild perverted fancy, too often mis- 
called genius^ and a knack at rhyming, 
frequently misnomered poetry, he openly 
prides himself on his science as a botcher of 
ballads, a composer of couplets, and a coiner 
of concetti In hi? appearance he is raw and 
ungainly, while his manners are effeminately 
bland and maidish. Ue speaks in a whisper, 
walks as thou^ he trod upon violets^ and 
smiles with an indefatigability that is as 
tiresome as it is billy : He has fine teeth.~- 
His conversation has but one colour, and 
that is blue. He professes moon-wondiip, 
calls Endymion the idol of his soul, ai^ 
quotes the poets of the Ladies' Museum by 
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bushels. He is enamoured of flowers, from 
the eglantine that luxuriates in the hedge- 
row to the syringa that reminds him of Ovid ; 
and he " babbles of green fields,'' until his 
hearers become infected with a land-calen- 
ture, and look like candle-lights in a ghost- 
haunted hall. He detests all manly spots 
and masculine pastimes ; calls sportsmen 
* patronizers of the atrocities of Nimrod, 
and Mascenases of Manton ;' and has been 
known to faint at the sudden goitig-o£P of a 
musket. He says that a person who does 
punster is the debased antithesis of intellect- 
ual capacity ; and he looks upon all cultiva- 
tors of imperials and moustaches as having 
attained the very acme of Gothic bar- 
barism/' 

But here I was interrupted in my long- 
winded scribblements, by a call to supper ; 
and found that while I was lecturing my 
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friend Penrose, M. and his guest had oon* 
trived to get through a rubber of whist. In 
the course of the evening I mentioned 
Penrose^s folly, knowing that my com- 
panions were his friends. 

** Nay/' cried M. " in your philippic 
against wives chosen in the £as<^ you are 
unjust. There are numberless instances of 
good wives, excellent managers^ and prudent 
mothers, among us ; and though I agree with 
you in cond^nning his choice of Miss Lane, I 
know many young women whom erroneous 
education and oriental fripperies have failed 
to corrupt ; for it is my opinion that there 
is naturally such a fiind of indestructible 
good in the heart of woman, that it is a rare 
case to find one whom kindness, reason, and 
careful tending cannot cure of trivial im^ 
perfections.'^ 

« Woman is only another term for mis- 

VOL. III. 
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fortune,'' said I, quoting an Ambian 
maxim. 

^^ Phoo/' said Oolding, a married man — 
" you know nothing about it. Surely you 
remember at Madras, some twelve years ago, 
poor Fitzleigh and bis wife.'' 

" Ah, yes l** exclaimed I ; " they were the 
happiest couple I ever knew." 

" And yet^'* added Golding, " at one 
period he nearly broke his wife's heart, and 
by the reckless profligacy of his conduct, ran 
repeated risks of expulsion from the army. 
As it was, he was forced to go home with a 
broken constitution, and a fortune — once 
large — reduced to almost poverty. In Eng- 
land, he found that his changed circumstances 
proved a plea for the neglect he met with 
from the * velvet friends ' of his youth and 
wealth. There was one,^ however, who did 
not desert him — the half caste wife whom 
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he had wedded in India. There was one, 
who in the diminution of his greatness, 
never left him, as the butterfly will leave in 
its greedy inconstancy those flowers whose 
sweetness has been drank up by the sun and 
the shower. When all had forsaken him 
— ^from the titled friend, with star and 
ribbon, who had borrowed his gold but 
spumed the vulgarity of repayment, to 
the petted tiger, whose helpless infancy 
he had rescued from indigence and famine 
— there was one who never abandoned 
him : — but, when penury and calamity, 
like two dense clouds, gathered over 
his head, she felt that the downfall of his 
prosperity — which had banished others from 
bis ,side— drew her nearer and nearer to 
him ; who, dear as he was to her innocent 
heart when he was the gayest in every as- 
semblage, was still more intensely loved now 
c 3 
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when fate had flung him down from the 
pedestal on which it had raised him — even 
as a spoilt urchin will cast down in anger 
the vase of flowers which, in his momentary 
admiration, he has placed upon some ele- 
vated stand 1'* 

" Bravo ^ cried Elwin ; " you grow quite 
poetical, Rob Roy has bit you/' 

" And produced Bachelorophobiay' said 
I ; " but go on/' 

" When at first,'' continued Grolding — 
" the wreck of fortune... that killer of un- 
real friends.., withdrew from his mental ^y^ 
the film which vanity and worldly popularity 
will place over the firmest minds, she broke 
in upon the dark prison-house of his thoughts, 
like a gleam of hope ; and when after-days 
brought,' at first repinings, then gloomy 
sullenness, then the wild prostration of 
.jsense and intellect that would fain drown 
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ereiy painful recollection in the fatal 
witchery of distilled waters; — ^naj, when 
at the very last, the madness of the wrung 
heart and scorched brain spurred and goaded 
him on to crime in its veriest debasement ; 
and sin, in evary disgraceful shape. ..like 
those obscene carrion-birds that assemble 
liound the uninhumed corse of some mnr- 
dered traveller — flocked around his lost 
spirit, she forsook him not ; but with that 
tinie love, whose pure yet ardent light re- 
mains undimmed through the mists and fogs 
of life.«.amid/3t the malaria of degradation 
and infamy, she watched him in the silent 
agony of her solicitude, with a tearless eye 
but a withering heart... a mute or soothing 
tongue, but a spirit that unceasingly prayed 
for his return to virtue and to peace ! 

" Oh t deep, deep and holy mystery of 
IVoman's love ! What art thou that thus 
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gai&est strength from surrounding fragility — 
that becomest most fertile when sterilitjr 
besieges thee— that sparkiest most brightly 
in the darkest mines of human suffering — 
that, like the manna of the wilderness 
failest sweetest when all else is hot^ and 
hardy and dry? 

^ And so she watched, and waited, and 
prayed, while the fiend was wrestling in hii 
brain, and the dark angel was rerelling in 
that boeom whereon to rest had been har 
chidfest blessing in their early hours of 
happiness. And her supplications were 
heard, and better hours came on to reward 
the cares of the tried wife. There was first 
a break in the clouds that hung over him—* 
a dawn followed — next glided on the pure, 
certain light of morning, clearing away the 
exhalations of night, dispelling the yapours 
that floated about, like ghosts, — and awak^ 
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mng all the blessed inflaences of external 
nature to healthful enjoyment; and then^ 
last of all, the bright sun burst forth^^ 
intellect was restored— penitence pained, 
then healed the criminal spirit; and sh^ 
who had done all this by unchanging love — 
by that piety which whispers its sweet 
counsels and does not thunder them dis* 
sonantly in the disgusted ear — and by that 
meek unwearied perseverance of fond wo- 
manhood, she — ^Emily Fitzleigh— a JTo^ 
isaste^ and educated in India. ..once more 
felt tl^ sunbeam of peace rest upon her 
gentle heart, and her innocent head once 
more prest — ^in its beautiful delight — ^that 
pillow which she loved the most^ the bosom 
of her retrieved husband T 
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CHAPTER n. 



THE STOBT OF ELLEN MALDEIS:. 



** Come/' said I, as soon as Golding^s voice 
Lad ceased lo sound in our ears, " though I 
am no married man, like jou and M., jet 1 
can tell you a story of a wife — or rather of 
a Maid, Wife, and Widow, which may 
form no unworthy pendant to yours ; but, 
as it is late, we shall reserve it for our next 
meeting/' 



BOUGH fiECfOLLSCnOlTB. S3 

- ** Be it so/' said Oolding ; " ahd as I ato 
enacting bachelor during m j good woman's 
stay at the Presidency, let it be at mjmuiaun 
(place) to-morrow evening." All agreed 
— all were there at the appointed hour... and 
I began — ^ * 

THE STORY OF ELLEN MALDEN. 

The evening was rough and stormy, when 
Ellen Maiden, having filled her baSket with 
trifling purchases, left the village of Hurst 
for the cottage of. her aunt^ three miles 
distant. Widow Ellis, her sole remaining 
relative, had seen better days ; and though 
now reduced to comparative poverty, retained 
the esteem and good-will of all who had 
known her in happier times; while the 
neighbours readily placed their children at 
the little day-school which, assisted by her 
c 6 
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niece, she bad respectably conducted since 
nnforseen circumstances had inyolved her 
in difficulties that were sustained by her 
with pious submission, but neither inertly 
nor hopelessly ; for Christianity had taught 
her to see the hand of One ** who doth not 
willingly afflict/' in all that had be&llen 
her. Ellen had been detained at Hurst, 
and not till the swiftly-falling shadows of a 
surly October erening began to gather around, 
did she *reach the solitary combe that 
stretched behind the cottage of her aunt. 

A good as well as a pretty girl was Ellen 
Maiden. The naturally amiable and right- 
thinking tone of her mind, fortified alike 
by early precept and example, had acquired, 
from the society of Mrs. Ellis, on whose 
bounty the decease of her parents had cast 
her in childhood, a bent and energy superior 
to her station. Yet, with an intellect more 
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bigblj cultivated thftn her companions could 
boasts she wad free from assumption ; wiMiy 
concealing her own sense of the advantages 
which she had derived from nature and 
education, she excited neither envy nor 
aversion. 

Piroprietj, modesty, and discretion marked 
her conduct; but though she had many 
admirers^ Ellen bad no suitors in her own 
walk of life ; while she prudently avoided 
any enticement of accident that might lead 
her into the society of her superiors. But, 
alas ! she had soon the misfortune to attract 
the attentions of a young gentleman d 
property in the neighbourhood, who had 
more than once offended her unaffected 
ddicacy by the ostentatious proffer of gifts, 
(which were invariably rejected), by fulsome 
and flattering speeches, that were never 
heeded ; and, latterly, by repeated attempts 
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to intrude on her moments of solitude.' 
These trespasses on her quiet created great 
alarm in the mind of Ellen ; nor was her 
aunt free from apprehensions lest the con- 
duct of Mr. Bligh should draw upon their 
humble, but hitherto respected names the 
obloquy that sometimes attaches even to 
the most spotless innocence. 

Mr. Bligh was a handsome man, with an 
unhandsome mind. The fashionable world 
had infected him with its very worst vulga- 
rities of folly ; and, mixing in its most cor- 
rupt and heartless circles, he had imbibed 
their strongest poison. A sceptic in the ex- 
istence of chastity, he boldly avowed his be- 
lief that all men and women " had their 
price ;" the former he considered as knaves 
or fools, the latter as fair and willing game. 
With such a creed, he attributed the loath- 
ing abhorence with which Ellen received his 
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ftddresses to nothing but art and coquetry ; 
and he only grumbled that so mere a country 
chit should exact what he deemed an undue 
share of his exertions, before he could pre- 
vail on her to own herself his slave. 

The combe, through which Ellen was now 
passing, with a quick step, lay near the 
house of Mr. Bligh ; and her heart beat with 
accelerated motion, as suddenly a greyhound 
crossed her path, and in another moment, be- 
fore she could retire or advance, Bligh him- 
self stood before her. It is not consistent 
with the plan of this little sketch to repeat 
the fallacious arguments which the proud and 
presumptuous libertine made use of to be- 
guile Ellen to his purposes. The specious 
sophistry, which so often fills the pages of 
our modern love tales, in the misapplied elo- 
quence of their choicest heroes, shall not be 
imitated by us. Long, and subtly, and ar- 
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dentlj, he pleaded ; but he pleaded in raint 
for his auditress, weak and trembling as she 
stood in the presence of a strong and wicked 
man, was powerful in the fortitude of a pure 
heart; and as she repulsed him with dis-* 
gustful horror, she breathed a prayer to Him 
who alone could aid her — nor was that 
prajer unheeded. In the heart of the liber^ 
tine disappointed passion frequently prompts 
violence. A rude hand was stretched to« 
wards Ellen — ^her loud shriek rang echoing 
through the hills — ^and as she fell senseless 
on the ground, a faint idea of coming rescue 
was blended with the horrible terror that 
caused her to swoon. 

When she recovered her senses, she found 
herself supported tenderly, but delicately, by 
a gentleman —tor such the soft pressure of 
his small and ringed fingers and his kind and 
polished address denoted him. The increased 
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darkness jHreyented her from scapning his 
features ; %iit» as he soothed her excessive 
apprehensions by the assurances that her in* 
suiter hsd fled, she learned that her scream 
had reached him where he stood on a rising 
ground, not far from the scene of her ren* 
centre with Mr. Bligh, and that he arriyed 
just as she fell fainting to the earth. 

<< I had this stout cudgel,'' said the un<* 
known, ** and the villain has tasted its vi- 
gour.*' 

Directed by the grateful girl, who was 
still too much agitated to walk unassisted, he 
led her to the cottage ; where her aunt> 
anxiously expecting her, and alarmed by her 
long absence, received her with maternal ca- 
resses... in her darling's preaerver recognizing 
Burnett Waltou, the only son of an ancient 
but decayed family ; who, after an absence 
(^ several years with his regim^t abroad, 
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had recently returned to visit his parents^ 
and for the first time had seen the niece of 
his old acquaintance, Widow Ellis. 

Thus thej met... thus they saw each other; 
thus, seeing each other, thej came to love 
each other : and who may dare to analyse 
the process by which love works its strange 
marvels on the human heart 1 There is no 
bitterer evil than to place our affections on 
some bright '* particular star/' whose sphere 
we have no privilege to aspire at reaching ; 
and Ellen and Widow Ellis, and even Burnett 
himself, were not long blind to the disparity 
in birth and station that precluded all hopes 
of a union between them, save at such a 
price as none of them permitted their judg- 
ments to reflect upon. Yet day after day saw 
Burnett Walton at the cottage of Widow El- 
lis : there was a partridge he had shot, a 
basket of fruit he had gathered, or a nosegay 
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be had culled, for Ellen ; and so unassuming 
were his attentions, so perfectly free from 
aught that could offend the most scrupulous 
delicacy, that the words which were always 
ready to fall from their tongues to prohibit 
his visits, still remained unuttered. 

At length he spoke his love, and then did 
the humbled widow fully perceive her error; 
and, while she blamed herself, she solemnly 
entreated him to renounce, at once for ever, 
a passion that could not end otherwise than 
fatally. — "He, who had saved her darling 
from the insults of a ruffian's arm, would he 
endanger the peace, the reputation, the eter- 
nal happiness of an innocent though lowly 
maiden, whose birth and station rendered 
her alike unworthy of his honourable affec- 
tion ? and a dishonourable feeling — oh !•' 
(she implored him) ** to harbour no thought 
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80 degrading to the noble and high-souled 
race from which he had sprung V^ 

Mr. Bligh, meanwhile^ baffled in his at- 
tempts, and perhaps ashamed of the chas- 
tisement which Captain Walton had inflicted, 
and to which his cowardly nature had sul* 
lenly submitted, had suddenly left the coun- 
try ; and was now remembered by our lovers 
merely as the cause of their first interview. 
Alas I that interview had been to them 
fraught with interest I 

Burnett Walton was no sedueer, but he 
was young, ardent, and romantic. £llen — 
humbly born, in poverty, working for her 
daily bread, though educated above her 
station and possessing a heart that would 
confer dignity on any rank — was still unfit 
to be the bride of the last scion of a noble 
house I What was to be done 1 Alas 1 the 
heart that hesitates on the brink of Error 
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bda already adranoed a step into the pro- 
hibited territories of Crime I 

It was a glowing sammer's eve. In a 
sheltered nook, amidst the woodlands thai 
environed the cottage, two jouthfal forms 
were seen in earnest conyersation. In tear» 
— ^the tears of a yielding heart-T-Ellen Mai- 
den reclined on the shoulder of her tempter. 
She who hates the sedneer has no merit in 
withstanding the seduction, and thus Bligh 
had fiedled to shake her virtue. It is she 
who loves, who Idolizes the being that would 
selfishly mislead her, yet who resists his 
seductions, that is truly worthy : and Ellen 
Maiden did resist — till, affirighted by the 
passionate vehemence of her lover's grie( 
she burst into tears, and sank on his 
shoulder. 

** Nay," he cried, " if you love me, Ellen, 
you will be mine. It is true that^ were we 
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now to wed, my parents would cast me off 
for ever. But a short season of concealment, 
and all would be well. Consent to be mine 
—fly with me, and " 

« Oh ! Mr. Walton," said she, " would 
you, could you, cruelly let me live with you 
un wedded V 

" If you love me, Ellen, you will confide 
in me ! Gome, dearest, eome with me.'' 

Ellen gazed on him for a moment, 
dreamily, almost wildly. She raised his 
hand to her lips, kissed it fondly, and — at 
once and suddenly relinquishing it — turned 
rom him. She neither fled, nor fainted, 
nor shrieked ; but, falling on her knees on 
the greensward, she prayed loudly and fer- 
vently to the Almighty to : " Save her ! 
save her from the man who tempted her ; 
above all, to save her from her own 
heart r 
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Walton beheld the kneeling innoeence 
before him with a new and singular emotion. 
A sensation of admiration, mingled with a 
sort of awe, crept over him, purifying every 
wild and wayward thought ; and a strange 
sight might have met the eyes of a wan- 
derer, at that moment, amidst these wood- 
lands, — for the young soldier flung himself 
on his knees beside that kneeling maiden ; 
and, shrouding his face in his hands, also 
prayed for that strength to subdue evil 
which no human being possesses, save from 

Heaven 1 Were their prayers heard 1 

They were ! In a short space of time, those 
lovers.. .w(W how truly lovers I. ..rising from 
their knees, looked upon each other again 
A sweet and holy serenity shed a beauty 
almost unearthly, on the delicate features 
of Ellen, as she met the sorrowful yet 
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chastened glances that spoke the rebuked 
spirit of her lorer. 

" God bless you,'' she whispered* " We 
must part. We must" 

« Be it so, Ellen 1'' 

He drew her towards him — she reiasted 
not ! He pressed one long and pure kiss on 
her cheek, which she withdrew not from that 
innocent pressure, and then, without another 
word or look, he turned from her and fled I 

That night Ellen shed many tears, but 

they were not embittered by remorse. She 
prayed, and though at times she had sorrow, 
still she found peace I In a few days the 
virtuous cottagers ^were told that Captain 
Walton had sailed for India, having suc- 
ceeded in effecting an exchange into a regi- 
ment recently ordered thither. 
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Many years... some five or six. ..hare 
passed since Burnett Walton and Ellen 
Maiden were parted. There are partings 
where the farewell words are rainbowed oy&t 
with the skyey hues of hope, and where the 
tears that accompany the sobbed-out adieu 
are glistening with the unconscious light of 
expectation ; but such was not the case with 
Ellen. There were no hopes ; for reason 
told her of the fallacy of such, in circum- 
stances so entirely opposed to a re-union, as 
to have shaken the imaginings of the most 
sanguine dreamer. Such circumstances at- 
tended her separation from Walton : but, if 
hope refused to lend a roseate colour to the 
dark shadows of her disappointment, a con- 
sciousness of having fulfilled her duty, of hay- 
ing taught him whom she most loved on earth 
to imitate her sacrifice of all selfish feelings, 
i^read a gentle and consoling influence over 
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her reflections ; so that her aunt had not 
the cares of her age embittered by behold-** 
ing the sinking frame, the paling cheek, the 
mind that weakly succumbs to bootless sor- 
row — ^for Ellen wrestled, not manfully nor 
unfeelingly, but like a feeling yet a Christian 
girl, with the emotions that told her how 
strongly she loved the being from whom she 
believed herself separated for ever. 

From time to time chance brought them 
intelligence of Captain Walton's welfare in 
the East Indies — of his gallant conduct on 
several occasions — of his promotion, and, 
fially, of his approaching nuptials with a 
wealthy lady of that country. Who shall 
say what Ellen's feelings were on these oc- 
casions 1 It is useless to deny that eveu 
our most desperate fears may end in a cer- 
tainty still more desperate ; and, unawares 
to herself, it is likely that Ellen may have 
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dmmtL a mmankic; chreaift^iiofe of auiiom 
iRth Walton^ bai foe two ABreced Imuis 
Ixfiflg fortm/tmpui, yet Urii^tnie to each 
ofta; uiwooiDg and unwedding ebewhera 
We tore the memories of our lovoi^ ewa 
vdrea iM cease to loretke objecfarof tiiem ; 
hoirfondlj; tlmi, must we tveaive wcli me^ 
moriesy when the ohjeets eontinoe to be 
loved^-KXAtinue to be v^arded with a paa^ 
sionate affection,-— subdued, it is tjrae,^ by a 
«»fle of duty, and wUgiom-rtiU as strong 
as tbe purity and taruthfulness of a yeuag 
and ardent nature can make it I She mi- 
feted-*— and her aunt (now almost entirely 
confined to her room from the increasing ail- 
ments of age and infirmity) saw that she 
suffered. But time passed ; and though the 
ix)se did at hist wax fainter on the cheek of 
Ellen, and the smile was seldomer seen on 
her lips, none guessed the cause. She was 
VOL. nu D 
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Still ibe same gentle, obliging, and indnstri- 
ons ^rl she had ever been ; never unoc- 
cupied, for she knew the salutaiy powfer 
which occupation exerts oyer the busj- 
thoughted mind ; and the additional avoca- 
tions, which the fsdling faculties of Mrs* 
Ellis compelled her to exercise, were of use 
in weaning her from contemplations, the in- 
dulgence of which could not be otherwise 
than hurtfuL 

But misfortunes, not the less trying thai 
they were wholly unexpected,^ fell upon thenw 
The banker, in whose hands the money was 
deposited from which Widow Ellis drew her 
small income, suddenly became bankrupt, 
and decamped, leaving many destitute. Mr&. 
Ellis had now only her scholars, s^nd the 
little dress-making work, which had been 
Ellen's business to look to, as a means of 
livelihood. Her own health no longer 
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enabled her to attend to the former, so that ' 
tbe duties of the school also devolved 
entirely upon her niece. Neighbours and 
employers were, however, kind ; and such 
kindness grew more needful as time passed by. 
Mr. Bligh ]iad meanwhile returned to 
Gombe Wood, a married man ; but had 
been two years a widower ere EUen and he 
met. When they did meet, there was 
no symptom of recognition to excite appre- 
hension of further persecution ; and, although 
he bore no favourable character in the 
neighbourhood, nothing so unequivocally bad 
as to render him more than an unpopular man 
was known ; so that the events of former 
years were almost fogrotten at the cottage, 
when an incident occurred to recall 
them. 

Ellen had seen her aunt to bed, one sum* 
mer's evening ; and at her earnest desire, 
n 3 
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sallied out t^ teka a sbMci ramUe, Itwu 
one of thosfr l^eautitul evepiogfl in June 
when tke siiltij heat of the day, yieldi]^ to 
the approaching cooliieaB of ni^ht^ leaTes^ aa 
it were, an atmoaph^fe of repose oTer 
creation. Shuimiiig the cotDinon tracks 
about the hamlet, near which stood the 
cotta^e^ EUen pwRied a path that led oret 
some wik9te la^ to the Hui»t road ; aod|^ 
worn (mt as i^ felt bj the exertions and 
confineiftent of the day, she ezperieneed tbe 
SQothipg influence of the exercise, the sc4i<^ 
tade, the uniyersal quiet» while her heart 
bounded. with ahnost the buojaat enjoyment 
of youth, as she passed along scenes that, 
ten yeoKi befoise^ had beheld her a gay an^ 
happy girl of sixteen. The birds were flut^ 
tering home to their nests ; the bats wob 
flitting about on their quest ; gnats were 
humming in; the air, and that air was en-- 



BoroH mooiuonoxt. 53 

Tidied by the brwtih of a fane copse near 
the pathway, whose ^very budi was ladea 
wHh bliD69dins» from tSae ^oMea mouths ef 
whkh issued a steam of fingranoe^ rare and 
d^ions. ^epeiEEds^of the purple ?etch 
were folded up in sleep, but from the wild 
^byme, that clustered diick around, a few 
sated bees lazily rose at theU^t pressim cf 
ber foot ; aud, cooing te -a little wood of 
)»reh aiiid baz^l, that divided her from the 
bighway--^not twenty yafr€s from that spot 
where first she mdt the distant Watten, 
whose image ^en tben WM near to fan^ 
tsyU'Hshe aeated herself on a grassy hillock, 
and flung off her bonnet, the better to 
cstch ^h %ool iiummer air tha^ wandered 
by, refrei^ttg and delighting hw with its 
freight of fragrant odours. 

Her thoughts were busy with the past ; 
but a blameless (life jmd ^a well-regulated 
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• miad had tanght her that we should not 
send out the dove of Remembrance from the 
ark of Thought to bring back cjpress and 
yew ; and there were gentle and cheerful 
images floating over the tenderness that filled 
her eyes with quiet tears. We ought not to 
turn to the past as to a barren waste, but as 
to a field, where, though the reapers may 
have left it, having gathered their harvests, 
the gleaners may still collect a sufficing af- 
termath of rich ears, sweet herbs, and new 
buds. And thus wisely did Ellen ponder on 
times that could not be recalled, prayerfully 
considering ^* each misery she had missed as 
a new mercy."* 

Suddenly a rustling of the leaves in the 
coppice behind her, and then a harsh, whis- 



* Izaak Walton. 
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peribg voice, startled her from her abstrac- 

' tion. 

" Be off with you, Judith !'' it said ; 
" bide me at the Black Hill, and in half an 
hour ru bring you a full parse. I watched 
him as he left the inn, and when I begged 

' for a penny^ he scowled on me with his eyes 
and cursed me with hts tongue. Til have 
my payment for it, if I be hanged for taking 
it. OflF with you.'' 

Breathless with terror, £llen listened* She 
turned her head, but the bushes grew thick 
between her and the road, and she saw no- 
thing ; though from the proximity of the 
sound, she knew that the voice proceeded 
from that part where the highway, leading 
beneath a slight acclivity, wound round the 
plantation. Scarcely knowing the ground 
she had for her fears, she was about to fly ; 
but then the whispered menace jstruck upon 
her memory, and with that unselfishness 



t6 Kmn racKNuaononL 

which was her strongest chamcteristic, slie 
reflected on the possibility of averting etil 
er baffling crime. To dum henelf, to aigue 
with, no donbt^ a d6q[ierate vilhiin. would be 
madness ; there w^re no houses nearer than 
the dwelling of Mr. Bli^, and as she was en* 
itaavouring in yain to summon her powers of 
thought as counsellors in a dilemma -so peri- 
lous, tiie quick trot pi an approadiii^ steeds 
struck upon her ear. 

Springing upon her feet noiselessly, she 
ciept through the underwood to the rwd, 
and reached a point whence her knowledge 
of the locality had assured her she could 
watch the coming stranger and his foe. As 
she gained the last belt of bushes whidi, 
fringing the summit of the accMTity, o?er- 
locked the road from Huist, she percdved a 
short, stout, ferocious-looking man, in the 
ragged dress of a sailor, steal down to the 
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bighwaj^ where he placed himsdf behind a 
dight progeotion of the bank, eo as to come 
en^rely within the scope of Ellen's vision, 
whil^ he was hid from the sight of the rider, 
who advAMed at a good pace. The sailor 
r-rifsueh he were — had no weapon in his 
hMiady and she was icjoicing in the •belief that 
he was unarmed, when h^ eye caught sight 
oi a bu^ bludgeon at her feet It was his; 
for at that instant,, evidently massing it^ he 
turned round, as if looking lor it, though 
without perceiving her as she crouched adnong 
the haiels ; whilst at the same time the sharp 
dkk of a ^stoi smote appallingly upon her 
ear. Her blood cwdled, her whole ficameseraa- 
ed twned to ice, as the unconscious horse*- 
man drew near ; and in another moment he 
wias under the bank, not four yards beneath 
^ere she stood* 

B 5 
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A strong and rude hand was on the horse's 
bridle, making the animal rear and tremble 
with the sudden fear of the nenrous grasp ; 
a rough voice demanded the rider's ^ purse 
or life r' — and at the same instant she be- 
held a pistol in the hand of the assailant, 
while the horseman in vain endeavoured to 
spur on the startled steed. 

•* Yield your money at once ; or, by the 
Lord, you are a dead man \" 

** Never, villain r 

*' Then may you be cursed eternally r 

And the pistol was glittering in the air, 
when Ellen — scarcely knowing what she did 
-* — raised the unwieldy bludgeon from her 
-feet, and flung it with all her force at the 
robber, uttering a piercing scream. The 
random blow, directed by a providential 
power, struck the pistol, which was harm- 
lessly discharged as it dropped from the hand 
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of the astonished miscreant, who — ^terrified 
hy the suddenness of the rescue and con- 
ceiving himself surrounded by numbers-^ 
took to flight ; while the horse, affrighted 
by the report of the pistol, gallopped madly 
off, throwing his rider beneath the bank. In 
another moment, careless of consequences so 
she could be of use, and even emboldened by 
her own daring, Ellen stooped over the pros- 
Irate man. It was Mr. Bligh I 

It was not immediately that he recognized 
in his deliverer from probable assassination 
the form of Ellen Maiden, for the severe 
pain of a dislocated shoulder made him so 
sick at heart that he closed his eyes ; but 
the touching tones of a pitying voice re- 
called him to a sense of :his situation, and 
with a strange feeling of shame and grati- 
tude, he leaned upon her arm, as she helped 
to raise him , from the ground. At that 
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moment a good spirit entered into his breaat^ 
and he formed the resolution of making 
that woman his wife, whom manj yean 
ago, he had in vain tempted to become his 
mistress. Advancing steps suggested the 
probability of the ruffian's return; but 
before Ellen's apprehensions found rent in 
speech, they were relieyed by the approach 
of several men, returning from work on 
Mr. Bligh's grounds, and to them he related 
What had happened ; sending one of them 
to Hurst for a surgeon, while two others 
accompanied Ellen to the cottage, and a 
touple more assisted him to Combe Wood. 

With expressions of grateful admiration, 
so Warm as to revive fears that had been 
long dotmant in her breast^ he parted frmn 
EUen, who reached the cottage without 
int^Tuption ; but reached it to undeigo t 
shock thatalmost overwhelmed lier lth%adjr 
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t)ver*immght &cultie& Her aunt, speedi* 
less and apparently unoonsdoos of any 
sammnding object, lay stretched on the 
bed» her eyes glazed, her limbs lileless wiUi 
the chill of paralysis. It was fortunate tor 
Ellen that she had been attended home by 
worthy Jdin Brown and his son, for at that 
moment she felt that to have found herself 
quite al<me, would have almost maddened 
hear. The fiither spoke words of comfort as 
he h^ped her to strike a lights and Ned was 
dispatched to the nearest cottage, whence 
two of her pupils, well-grown and useful 
girls^ were with ready kindness sent to her ; 
while hOMSt Ned ran on to Combe Wood to 
request that Dr. Renshaw would call at 
Widow Ellis's b^ore he returned to Hurst. 

Dr. Benshaw^s opinion was that sensibility 
might return for a time, but that perfect 
recov^ was hopeless ; though immediate 
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jdeath was not be apprehended : and the re- 
fiult justified his opinion. In a few days Ihe 
widow regained speech and reason, but her 
limbs were as dead. Day after day wit- 
nessed the arrival at the <;ottage of some 
•fresh comfort, whether of food, medicine, 
or other kindness, sent by Mr, Bligh ; whose 
•respectable old housekeeper frequently came 
to inquire after the cottagers, by the express 
desire of her master ; and, at the end of a 
.month, Mr. Bligh himself called, requesting 
to speak apart with Miss Maiden, and at 
-once made an oifer of his hand and fortune. 
Now was Ellen's triumph complete, but she 
felt not the triumph. Her mind, pre-occu- 
|)i6d by her aunt's dangerous situation, her 
heart filled with an absent object, her whole 
thoughts averse to a change of condition, 
she gently but firmly rejected Mr. Bli^h?s 
addresses. 
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But he was not to be thus discouraged. 
Wanting that refinement of feeling which 
shrinks from bestowing attentions that are 
obviousij unwelcome, he continued daily 
to call ; and it was a new grief to Ellen 
that Mrs. Ellis appeared willing to forward 
his views. The good woman was prepared 
for death, and contented to die, so that the 
future £Eite of her darling was ensured from 
destitution. She permitted her sick-bed to 
be disturbed by terrors for the desolate con- 
dition of Ellen, and she would have rejoiced 
in beholding her united to Mr. Bligh, whose 
late conduct had gone far in effacing from 
her recollection his former delinquency. 
We almost fear to think that the worthy old 
woman's grief was not very severe, when 
soon afterwards the heart of Ellen was sorely 
tried by hearing of the death of Major 
Walton in India i The whole neighbourhood 
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seemed to enter with kindly sympathy into 
the sorrow of the aged and bereaved parents 
of the deceased, now left childless ; and 
Sllen, in the utter privacy of her unshared 
grie^ felt that indifference, which is the 
most enduring proof of a cureless sorrow, 
«teal over h^ heart, barring it against earth 
and all its concerns. She could have borne 
to hear of Walton's marriage, so tiiat happi^ 
ness had attended his wedded lot ; but to 
die thus, afar from his home, his family — 
the thought drew bitter tears from her eyes ; 
and as day aft^ day, week after week, con- 
tinued to drag slowly on, whilst no change 
occurred to vary her lot, she felt her ener^es, 
her strength gradually give way to a despon- 
'dency against which she vaii:dy stn^led, 
Four long months had thus passed, nor had 
tlie attentions of Mr. Bligh ceased to annoy 
tier. At last, shaken by the mraraful 
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entreaties of her dying aunt, weakened hj 
her &iliBg health, and worn-out spirits, Uie 
desolate Ellen gave an tmwiUing consent ; 
and, at the bedside of the rejoicing sufferer, 
she became the wedded wife of Mr. Blij^ ! 

The Widow EUis lived not to witness the 
wretchedness she had entailed en her dar^ 
iing. 



Th^e are stages in the heart's misery of 
such surpassing dreariness^ that madness 
itself would be welcomed as a boon t As the 
sod dosed over the grave of her aunt, ESlen 
felt that on earth she had no fiiend ; and in 
ihe s^ony of the momwt^ unlike hetself, 
she dared to ibiget that in Heav^-^to 
whidi alone she should have looked^-nreigMd 
401 SjrBTXNe Oms, who is ever able aod 
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willing to protect those who humUj and 
confidingly seek to lean upon His arm I 

Mr. Blighy given up to every species of 
low vice, was a harsh and exacting husband ; 
and although from the very moment she 
consented to become bis, she formed the 
resolution, from which :she never flinched, 
to fulfil the duties of a wife, in their very 
fullest sense, with unswerving, unmurmuring 
tstrictness, she soon found that neither her 
submissive meekness, her earnest endeavours 
to seem (if not to be) cheerful, nor her lady- 
like deportment at the head of an establish- 
ment of which each member loved to obey 
her, could check his evil propensities, or 
change a radically bad disposition. The 
first ardour of his passion for her over, he 
permitted his sensual nature to revel in the 
grossest debauchery ; and before the end of 
the second year of her marriage Ellen found 
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heiself in a position that moved the com- 
passionating admiration, not only oi the 
neighbourhood, but of her meanest depen* 
dent. 

Some conduct, highly ungentlemanly, on 
the part of Mr. Bligh, occurred about this 
time to exdude him from the society of the 
neighbouring gentry ; and though Ellen re- 
tained the good opinion of all, she was of 
course compelled to renounce all companion- 
ship with that circle from which her husband 
was exiled. This coldness towards him he 
made the pretext for throwing open his doors 
to a set of dissipated and unprincipled men 
...of whom there are always enow to be 
found ready and willing to sit at the rich 
man's table, be his vices what they may. 
But Mr. Blights affairs, from constant ne- 
glect and the most lavish expenditure, were 
becoming involved to an alarming extent, 
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and ruin stared him in the face; wtes^ 
Ellen, one day, peroeiving that he was par- 
tialiy recovered from a fit of intoxication 
into which, for the preceding week, he had 
been plunged, fell on her knees before him, 
and besought him with tears to altera coum 
of life so full of sin, of discredit, of des- 
^ction« She implored him, at once and 
decidedly to cast from him the paraate 
brood whose precept and example had led^ 
or uphdd him in evil couises-^many «f 
whom, seeing that difScukies were gatherkg 
round him, had already begun to tieat Mm 
with scorn and neglect : she entreated him 
to place his property and affairs in ihe hands 
of an honest man of business ; and to spate 
her...hi8 wifc.the mother of his unborn 
babe..«1;he disgraceful horrors that miienaded 
his vices with the severefitt punishment. 
A dreadful ifrown, a Rightful imprecation^ 
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afidan immaaly blow, sCupified the soul and 
rtunned the senses of his wretched wifik 
Gniel as his conduct had lately been, he had 
noT^ laid the cowardly hand of violence on 
her ; and the stroke which prostrated her 
amseless at his feet, and which caused her 
to giTe birth to a dead child, struck more 
deeply on h^ soul than it wounded the tor* 
tured body. The dread of having killed 
her, added to that scarcely pitiable despair 
which so frequently follows a fit of inebriety, 
evolved the germs of insanity lurking in the 
mind of Mr. Bligh ; but it was not until a 
mouth after her recovery from the brink of 
the grave, that the benevolent Dr. Benshaw 
told her she was a widow. The unfortunate 
master of Combe Wood had rushed unsum* 
mooed into the presence of his Ood, and 
ff^ found suspended from a beam in an out^ 
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house, on the day after his cruel treatment, 
of his wife I 

The following weeks were full of painful 
excitement to Ellen ; but in Mr. Ryder, a 
worthy and clever man of business, and in 
the dergyman of Hurst and his family, she 
found kind friends, from whose counsel and 
society she obtained that upholding consola- 
tion which she so much needed. Mr. Bligh's 
affairs were discovered to be in such con- 
fusion as to render the sale of the whole 
property necessary ; nor did more than a , 
small annuity remain for his widow, who 
retired to a neat little cottage at Uurst, near 
the parsonage ; where the family of the 
clergyman became, her true and kind 
friends. 

It was a singular chance that, soon after, 
made her acquainted with the aged mother 
of Burnett Walton. Mr. Walton's death had 
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quickly followed the accounts of his son's 
decease ; and his widow, bereft of husband 
and child, led a lonely but useful Ufe, at 
Walton Manor, within a mile of Huist. Of 
a high and noble-minded race, Mrs. Walton 
was constitutionally shy and reserved ; but 
sorrow, religion, and the genial nature of a 
heart originally kind, had humbled much of 
that pride which was hers by birthright; 
but which true piety, as well as true wisdom^ 
discards a5i the most unseemly and worth- 
less excrescence that can deform the human 
mind. Her beneficence to the poor was 
marked and judicious ; and it was one morn- 
ing, whilst Ellen was walking on the road 
that led to the Manor, that a fresh instance 
of the good lady's charitable nature brought 
her into contact with Mrs. Bligh. Turning 
an abrupt comer of the road as it wound 
round a hill, Ellen came suddenly upon a 
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groi^ q{ three vretdied ol^ects. A woBia&t 
so woYD» 80 wasted as to seem almoBtaploeii- 
torn from tlra; grate, wa& extended at tiie 
roadside, whilst two wailing children, the 
eUest sot four ^rears old, scarcelj oovered, 
from the nipping air of March, by a few 
nauseons rags; lay behind her. An elderly 
Ikdy, seemingly in great pain, sat on a stone 
near them ; whilst her exclamations of an- 
gnisit were, from time to time mingled with 
words of comfort, and asmirances of speedy 
affiistance, to the greater sufferers beside 
her. Ellen instantly recognised Mrs. Wal* 
toB ; and, springing forward, offered the aid 
which she saw was necessary. 

'* Thank you, dear madam,^' said Mrs. 
W&lton, ^* thank you ! if my pain would 
penoit me I would tell you how glad I am 
to make the acquaintance of Mrs. Biigb, 
^9P thus, I have sprained my ankle--**- 
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badly, I fear. Foi^etting how unbecoming 
it is for an did woman like me to skip over 
brooks, I too luistilj stepped across this 
little ford, in order to enquire into the ne- 
cessities of these poor creatures, and fell. I 
came out alone, and will indeed thankfully 
accept your offers. I cannot even stand ; 
but the lodge is not a quarter of a mile 
hence ; and, if you will have the kindness 
to extend your walk so far, you will find 
people there who will send my little pony^ 
chaise for me.^' 

Ellen flew rather than ran ; and before 
many minutes were past, the venerable lady 
of the Manor had given orders that every at- 
tention should be paid to the destitute wo- 
man and her children ; whilst she herself 
conveyed home in her pony-chaise, was ex- 
tended on a sofa in her own room, with Ellen * 
— from whom she would take no refusal— 

VOL. III. E 
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sitting by her, until the arrival of Dr. Ren- 
shaw was announced. From that day arose 
an intimacy between the two widows, which 
speedily ripened into sincere friendship, and 
was fraught with pleasantness to both parties. 
Ellen found in Mrs. Walton a refinement, a 
sensibility, a tajste for literature, congenial 
to her o>^n mind, but which she had never 
before encountered ; whilst the old lady soon 
learned to love and appreciate Mrs. Bligh 
with a pattiality almost maternal. It was 
on one of those occasions, when the heart 
opens like a flower to the sunshine, that Mrs. 
Walton confided to her astonished listener 
her full cognizance of all that had occurred 
between her deceased son and Ellen. 

" My noble boy,^^ she said, kissing away 
the tears elicited by her narrative, as they 
trickled down the pale cheeks of her guest. 
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— ** after he left England, had no secrets 
^om his mother ; and he then told me how 
bravely — hravdy^ my dear child t — ^you had 
acted ; and how unalterably his heart still 
clung to you. I — proud, foolish old woman 
that I was ! I rejoiced in your separation 
— not knowing the full value of the heart 
tiiat had so nobly withstood temptation, un- 
til your conduct as Mr. Bligh's wife became 
the subject of general commendation. Alas I 
Would to Heaven that my precious Burnett 
had lived to make you indeed my daugh- 
ter T 

Ellen Wept on the shoulder of her vener- 
a'ble friend for a long time before she ventured 
to inquire whether Major Walton had not 
been betrothed to a lady abroad, some time 
before he died. 

" Never I" cried Mrs. Walton, emphati- 
£ 3 
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cally. " Such was indeed reported, but we- 
cared not to refute it. Of his death we 
know little. In an action, which ended 
fittallj for the British interests, he fell 
covered with wounds — but his body was 
never found 1^ 

" Good God !'' exclaimed Ellen, " may he 
not stiU live r 

" No r sighed the mother ; ** it is impos- 
sible. Such as were taken prisoners by the 
barbarous natives were said to have perished 
by cruel tortures^ and the few that escaped 
had seen nothing of him. Nearly three 
years have passed since. — No ! he is dead !'* 

" Merciful Heaven T shrieked Ellen, as 
starting to her feet, she pointed towards the 
large oriel window near which they sat ; — ^ 
« behold his spirit 1'' 

The aged Mrs. Walton, terrified by the 
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scream, the action, and the words of Ellen, 
caught the fainting form of her guest in her 
arms in time to prevent her from falling on 
the floor, and violently rang the bell. As- 
sistance speedily came, aad then it was that 
the old lady discerned symptoms of agita- 
tion on the countenances of her 
fpthful housekeeper and butlen Ellen's 
senses were soon recalled ; but it was not 
before due precautions had been taken by 
the affectionate vassals, that either Mrs. 
Walton, or her guest, was informed that a 
stranger awaited their welcome — a stranger 
— no spectre, but Burnett Walton himself 
alive and well ! 

What needs it to recount his release from 
captivity, and his return to his native land 
before even the accounts he had despatched 
home of his miraculous escape had reached 
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England ! What needs it to say more than 
that a happier mother than Mrs. Walton, as 
she saw her brave Burnett place the weddiqg- 
ring on the finger of Ellen Maiden, smiled 
not in all merry England I 
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CHAPTER nL 



^|ME FLIES. — THE MiDRAS iCLUB HOUSB, — ^THBL 
MEDICAL student's STOEY OF A SUBJECT. — 
THE BLEEDING HAND. 



I LEFT Yellore ! Tears passed, and I was at 
the Madras Glub House, preparing for a final 
return to England in bad health. Here I first 
met with a young medical officer, who had 
j^t come from England, licensed and dijdo- 
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ma'd to practise all sorts of surgical experi- 
ments on the servants, white and black, of 
the Honourable Company. Uhland (for such 
was his name) was by parentage a German,^ 
and partook of many of the characteristics 
of that nation. He was an honest, gener- 
ous fellow, straightforward and blunt... yet 
possessing imaginative faculties incompatible 
with that common straightforwardness which 
sees nothing in a clod but a clod... nothing 
in a flower but a flower. He was strangely 
given to metaphysical discussion ; and being 
myself more ready to listen than argue — to 
doubt in silence, or believe as undemonstra- 
tively — I had wont to give him my attention 
during periods when something — I know not 
what... drew us together, until I was often 
spelled, as it were, by his singular ideas of 
" things " noi " in general f but concern- 
ing which we are too frequen.tly led to ruuk- 
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inate M^ith scepticism, or discuss with flip* 
pancy. At times he left me in a state of 
the most complete stupefaction ; for when he 
soared, as he was not seldom inclined to do, 
into such cloudy suUimities as fatigued mj 
feeble wings to follow, I had nothing else to 
do than to remain quiescent. At other times; 
he would discourse so agreeably upon such 
matters as came within the limits .of mj 
comprehension, that I could hav6 chosen no 
more favourite companion for an erening's 
chat. Among other topics, he chose, one 
evening, a subject which is common enough 
to suit all hearers.. « the influence of dreams 
on the body. Our table was shared by two 
other officers.. .a friend of mine and a ship- 
mate of his. The lormer affirmed that the 
only influence which dreams could have on 
the body must proceed from their primary 
impression on the mind ; while the latter 
£ 5 
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fiilly believed that in a dreaming state the 
mind became precognizant of dangers, or 
pleasures, in prospect. After some useless 
discussion, IJhland, referring to his German 
birth, said he would read to us a narrative, 
written by his brother who was one of the 
parties concerned in the curious incidents 
related in it, which would afford a singular 
instance of the effects of a dream on the 
action of the will and bodj. 

" We Germans,'* said he, " are accounted 
credulous in what appertains to mysterious 
influences ; but every word of the anecdote 
I refer to is true : nor are even the names 
counterfeit. M^ brocher is ten years my 
senior, and a steady old file as ever smoked 
a meerschaum over a winter fire.*' We 
earnestly requested that he would instantly 
fulfil his promise, when retiring for a few 
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moments to his room, he returned and read 
what he called — 

THE 5LEEDING HAND. 

SoMB jear9 ago^ there was a young student 
in the CoUogei qf Anatqmy at Leipsic^ who 
was remarkable fpr his intense application 
to and predilection for the study of surgery. 
Ulric Von Oran — ^for such was his name — 
was inde^ the inheritor of an ardour in the 
pmswt of professional knowledge so enthu* 
siastic, as to enable him to surmount diffi- 
^ti^ and perplexities that would have 
discouraged a less resolute spirit. He was 
n<)t a native ^of that city, and little more of 
him wA^ii^QOWn than that he was reputed to be 
of ignoble parentage, and that his pecuniary 
circumstances were so closely allied to 
poverty as to irender the practice of that 
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profession, which was to him a passion, an 
absolute essential. That he was a gentle- 
man by education, his highly accomplished 
mind and polished bearing amply testified. 
Though precluded by necessity from acquir- 
ing a footing in that society whence his 
supposed low birth excluded him, but to 
which he would, nevertheless^ have been 
an ornament, he shunned companionship 
with all excepting the few of his own sex 
aBd profession from whose scientific attain- 
ments and intellectual superiority he hoped 
to derive benefit. In his slight intercourse 
with his brother-students, and with the few 
patients in the higher circles to whom his 
skill, and the high opinion of his profes- 
i^onal superiors, had been the means of 
introducing him, he had the good fortune 
and rare merit of rendering himself esteemed 
and loved ; and there were not many of 
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those who had seen him more than once, 
that did not take an interest in the fate of 
a being so highly gifted, jet the history of 
whom was so closely enveloped in obscurity 
as to impart an air of truth to the various 
and contradictory reports of his origin and 
early life — reports which, in all probability, 
had their rise in that perverted disposition 
to pry into the affairs of their neighbours 
which is inherent in the idle and malicious. 
He had been several years at Leipsic 
when his recognized ability gained him the 
situation of assistant practitioner in that 
college where he had so long been a student ; 
and it was shortly after the assumption of 
his new office that accident made him ac- 
quainted with the richest, the proudest, and 
most disagreeable man in Leipsic. The 
Baron de Rosenthal was disliked by every- 
body that knew him : he had in truth but 
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one merits and that was his opulence ; and 

*' Gk>ld, the old man*s sword," 

was to him the watchword that rallied round 
him a crowd of factitious frfends...for but 
one real friend possessed he in all the world, 
and of that one he was unworthy, for to 
her — to Alethea, his only child, he was a 
harsh and exacting parent. 

Alethea di Rosenthal was one of nature's 
fairest creations — not less amiable in dis^ 
position than cultivated in intellect and 
beautiful in person. Her susceptible, heart 
so long a stranger to the enchantments of a 
courteous and gentle manner, soon learnt 
to prize too tenderly for its own peace the 
man whose skill had rescued her father from 
a painful death. TJlric Von Oratfs heart 
might have been compared to a fountain 
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whose souice had been choked up by n^lect 
and disuse, but which, cleared of the rub- 
bish that checked its currents^ resumes its 
original flow of strength and freshness. 
Gircumstances of a singularly sombre com- 
plexion had interrened to check and chill 
the natural tenderness of his spirit ; but 
the time was come when its course was no 
longer to be arrested ; and the long sup* 
pressed feelings of his soul now gushed 
forth in all the beautiful vigour of their 
original freshness, to do homage to one 
object, and that object was the daughter of 
De Rosenthal. 

Alas I what a deceiver is love, and how 
artfully does it effect its mastery over the 
strongest and sternest mind ! Gould Ubric 
have pondered for a sin^e moment on the 
dang<^rous deviousness of the track that lay^ 
hs£ox9 bim, reason might have taught him 
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that to love Alethea de Rosenthal was des- 
perate fatuity. He^ the poor UDknown 
practitioner of an ill-paid art, with a blot 
upon his name and a cloud upon his birth ; 
she^ the courted heiress of thousands, the 
offspring of Leipsic's most arrogant noble. 
But what has Reason to do with Love 1 
The coward retreats at the first sight of the 
Boy-god's quiver ! 

They loved ! This pair, between whom 
rank and custom had planted such barriers, 
loved as if to love wer^ all that the world 
had for them to do ; and their brief dream 
of delight was only terminated by the dis- 
covery that each was dearer to the other than 
life itself: nor was the discovery fated to 
rest with them. We have described De 
Rosenthal as unamiable, proud, avaricious ; 
the selfishness of his nature had caused him 
for a time to forget that hiis able medical at- 
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tendant was almost the constant companioD 
of his child ; he experi^iced a sort of liking 
for him, as his preserver from a lingering and, 
probably, fatal disorder ; and as his profes- 
4sio&al skill was still necessary, he treated him 
with unwonted kindness and uniform civility: 
but, had the idea crossed him of the proba- 
ble existence of an attachment between his 
daughter and Ulric, he could with his own 
hand have slain them at once, rather than 
that the high race of Rosenthal should suf- 
fer contamination from a connexion so igno- 
ble. 

Alethea was resting on the bosom of h^ 
lover, and listening to such words as but too 
often pave the way to a world of wretched- 
ness, when the Baron burst in upon them, like 
a raving lunatic. Ulric received a violent 
blow. He was a tall muscular youth, who 
icould have easily whirled the feeble, abusive 
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old man who had assailed him, to the other 
end of the room ; but that abusive old man 
was the father of his beloved. He did no- 
thing, then, but defend himsdf from further 
manual assault bj wresting from the enraged 
Baron the instrument with which he had at- 
tacked him. He could not, however, protect 
his ears from being wounded by the volley of 
coarse opprobrium which was levelled against 
him : he heard himself stigmatised as un- 
grateful, a villain, a bastard, till the words 
tingled through bis brain like a flood of poi- 
son ; and it was then, for the first time, thai 
the relative positions, in which he and the 
being whom he adored stood towards each 
other, rushed in upon his mind with a vio- 
lence that rooted him in almost guiltlike 
consciousness to the ground : a pang of the 
bitterest self-accusation darted tlm)ugh his 
breast, as casting one impassioned look of 
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love and agony on the insensiUe form of 
Aletbea, he fled from the house. 

For many days Ubic Yon Oran lay upcm 
his bed in a strong feyer. His senses had 
wandered, and it was not until the twentieth 
day after the scene which has just been de- 
tailed took place, that he recovered to a i^ 
collection of it He found himself attended 
by two friends, who, to his questions rcigard- 
ing himself, merely replied that he had been 
delirious for some days, and his life despaired 
o£ He dared not ask for the Bosenthalih— 
they were in fact unknown to his friends ; 
and his mental misery was augmented by 
lus utter ignorance of what had befallen her 
whom he so hopelessly, so madly loved. A 
few days saw him up again, but Yon Oran 
was an altered man : a deep gloom was 
spread over his fii^e features^^his studiei^ 
his avocations, his apparel, wer^ n^lected ; 
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tind the sudden change in his conduct and 
appearance inspired his comrades and ac- 
quaintances with astonishment and curiosity. 
At length, to Albert Uhland — his true and 
sympathising friend — all was revealed — and 
the imparting of his grief, if it did not lessen 
it, soothed it. Daily, now, did he regain 
strength, and he began once more to enter 
tjpon his duties ; but the life, the vigour, the 
ardour with which he had been wont to pur- 
sue his tasks, were no longer observable; 
and more than once, when engaged in the 
Hall of Anatomy, and appealed to upon pro- 
fessional points, his answers were remarked 
to be vague, and singularly at variance with 
his usual lucid and shrewd mode of explana- 
tion, or argument. 

He was one evening sitting in his little 
apartment — one of the chambers in the col- 
lege — consulting a new treatise on surgery ; 
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ud as he listlessly turned over the leare^ a 
casual observer might have deemed from the 
manner in which he lingered over each page, 
that his whole thoughts were emj^ojed upon 
it. There was a flush upon his cheek, and 
occasionallj his eyes lit up with somewhat 
of their former fire ; but his lately favourite 
study soon ceased to interest him, and closing 
the tome, he turned once more to the gloomy 
volume within his mind, and occupied his 
thoughts in maturing a scheme by which he 
might obtain intelligence of Alethea. At 
that moment the door was opened ; and the 
lecturer of the week entered. 

" Up Von Oran T he cried ; "do not give 
way to these trists humours, which are either 
the result of your recent illness, or of some 
private sorrow— the nature of which you 
have not chosen to impart to your friends ; 
but which, as your own good sense will tell 
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JOB, is not to be removed bj pondering over 
it, What, Ulric, wonld become of the cock-^ 
atrice'fl egg if the sullen toad refused to brood 
over it 1 Why, it would addle harmlesssly, 
lior hatch fresh mischief I Psha, mant 
never frown ; you know I love you. This 
doud will pass away, depend upon it. You 
shall Spend this evening with me ; there will 
be none of the convivials — there will be only 
your friends — Qellert, with his face full of 
glee and his heart full of good-fellowship, 
and Albert Uhland, with his quiet^ kind pbi- 
Loso|^y. Besides, we have been promised a 
— now listen, Von, Oran ! — a most in-te^est" 
inff SvBJBCT 1" balancing the words, as he 
spoke, and uttering the last with an emphasis 
to which the capitals of our printer can 
barely do justice. He perceived, however, 
that the attention of his auditor was arrested. 
^* Ah, now, you prick up your ears with some 
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of your old siashing enthusiasm,'' resumed 
he. " TcMBOTTow, by break of day, be in my 
private dissection*room, beneath this dormi- 
tory of your's, you know. TFfe Mbjwt is the 
body of a young damsel — ^sudden death — 
strange case— and all that sort of thing ! 
Probably one of Jan Speers' sweethearts, for 
thai man would sell his own mother's car- 
case ! After all, Jan Speers, one eye, one 
leg, and no heart, is the only man in Leipsic 
who can nab the defunct with any spirit. 
Come along !" 

And IJlric accompanied the hospitable 
lecturer to his apartments. The party 
only consisted of those he had named ; they 
were Yon Oran's favourite associates, and be 
was welcomed by them with a cordiality 
that made his heart throb quicker ; while 
the delicacy which refrained from all 
allusion to his late estrangement was a 
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kindness the most touching and soothing to 
a mind like his. There were choice viands^ 

« 

cool and exquisite liquors^ kind words, and 
intellectual cdftversation. The influence of 
such over the most wretched has been 
owned ; nor was Von Oran proof against the 
attentions of his friends ; his frame, en- 
feebled by illness and disenergized by dis- 
tress, yielded gradually to the excitemenL 
produced by such stimulants as kindness, 
wine, and cheerful society. Noisy mer- 
riment, frivolous talk, or ribald carousal 
would have startled and disgusted him,— 
but there was none of these. The night 
waned, but it still found them conversing 
over the wine-flask. Ulric's despondency 
had long given place to tranquil enjoy- 
ment — tranquility became cheerfulness, and 
cheerfulness waxed anon into gaiety; 
When the party broke up, it was with thq 
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determination of meeting in a few hours, at 
daj-break, in the dissection-i oom alluded to 
bj the lecturer. Ulric's head throbbed 
feverishly — ^his steps were iSisteadj — and, 
for the first time in his life^ his intellects 
were under the influence of the rosy 
god. 

He fell asleep the instant he got into bed ; 
but an incubus sate upon his breast, and 
wild terrific dreams distracted his slumbers. 
Suddenly he thought that he found himself 
in the dissection-room of the lecturer, 
beside the '' interesting subject,'' which had 
been the last topic of discourse ere he parted 
with Uhland, Gellert, and Werner their en- 
tertainer, a few hours before. He thought 
that he was quite alone ; and inspired with 
a vehement desire to commence the anatomy 
of the body before the arrival of his friends, 
he collected the necessary apparatus, and ad- 

VOL. III. P 
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yanced to the table on which it laj prepared 
for inspection. Withdrawing the Bheet that 
covered it, he was astonished to perceiye the 
body of an old man, instead of that which 
he had been led to expect; he looked around, 
but there was no other subject in the 
chamber, and advancing closely to the body, 
he started to behold that it was the Baron 
de Rosenthal who lay dead and ghastly 
before him ! 

As he gazed in wonder upon the corpse, 
he imagined that he perceived a i^eer of 
contempt distort the countenance of the 
deceased. The recdlection of the bitter 
taunts which had been levelled at him by 
the Baron, inspired him with a momentary 
but uncontrollable feeling of hatred, and he 
plunged the amputating-knife into the side 
of the body ! suddenly he thought a shriek 
rang through the apartment — the livid 
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corpse heaved conyalsively — ^and stretching 
forth its shrivelled handsi clutched him by 
the hair as he bent his head over it ! With 
the wrench of violent terror, the dreamer 
imagined that he released himself from the 
grasp of the dead, — and, seizing the hand 
which had held him, with one movement of 
his knife he severed it from the wrist of the 
corpse, and rushed out of the chamber! 
Panting with his exertions, his body still 
bedewed with the cold sweat of horror, 
Ulric awoke 1 

The lamp was still flickering beside his 
couch, and the gray dawn which began to 
break though his casement, shed a ghastly 
liglft over the room. He started up, and 
blushing deeply, with a sense of shamQ to 
which he had hitherto been a strange^i at 
finding he had retired to bed without de- 
vesting himself of any other part of his dress 
F 3 
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than his watch, he put his hand under the 
pillow where he usually placed it, in search 
of it. A cold and clammy substance met 
his grasp ; his heart, he knew not why 
thrilled as he drew back his arm — Good 
God! his fingers were covered with 
blood ! 

With a strong sensation of appiehension, 
and disgust, he flung aside the pillow, and 
beheld — a Human Hand ! — the small, de- 
licate, exquisitely beautiful hand of a wo- 
man, severed at the wrist, and dripping 

with gore !* 
He shrieked aloud.. .such a shriek as a man 



* I know that my knowing young friends of Bar- 
tholomew's and King's College will bring serious, if 
not zeroiLS objections to the gore dripping from a 
subject j but they must overlook the poetical licenses 
of ignorance j if indeed the subject was not recalled 
to l&e by the act of the somnambule. 
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sddom utters unless he be a maniac* but he 
was no maniac ; there was but one hand on 
earth like that — he knew it instantly. He 
sprang from the spot — he flew to the dissec- 
tion*-room ; the pass-key, which had been 
consigned to his pocket the preceding nighty 
was in the lock. Had he been there ? He 
entered — the apartment was tenantless of 
the living, but there was an uncovered 
body on the table t 

It w£^s the corse of Alethea de Rosenthal 1 
Pure, white, cold, beautiful, she lay like a 
sleeping saint whom sin had never tempted, 
sorrow never more could pain. Beside her 
was an amputating-knife, and one of her 
small, delicate, exquisitely beautiful hands 
was missing ! 

Ulric Von Oran was found lying senseless 
on the floor, with the bleeding hand beside 
him ! 
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On bis recovery from an illness of many 
months, he left Leipsic, where be was never 
again heard ot There is no doubt of his 
having proceeded in bis sleep to the dissec- 
tion room, where he must have severed from 
the body of her whom he loved that hand 
which had so frequently been cksped in his 
own, living, loving, and warm. Of Alethea's 
death little need be said. An illness, chiefly 
caused by the severe treatment of her inhu<^ 
mas &ther, and n^Iected at the commence- 
ment, released her pure spirit from the endu- 
rance of earthly sorrows, aitd the sorrows^ of 
earthly love! 



** It is a shocking inddent,^' said Macdon- 
ald, a stalwart youth from the Hdbrid^ ; 
*' and I begin to think that there really mte 
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such tilings as our philosophy caaoot scan. 
Nature is foU ci mysterious influences ; and 
an obstinate scepticism is more often theao- 
companiment of ignorance than the attendant 
of wisdom.'- 

^* I do not hope/' cried I, '^ to be able to 
add materiallj to Uhland's exposition of the 
theory of dreams^ but I will read to yon an 
account of an adventure I once had» and 
which embraces a dream of my own. I have 
prepared it for an English periodical conduc- 
ted by a friend of mine, to whom I mean to 
give it on my arrival in London/' 

** After which, perhaps^ I can tell you an 
anecdote, not generally known about the 
celebrated Rob Roy's son, James Mac Ore- 
gor," said Macdonald ; ^ it was related to 
me just before I left home by one of the most 
able, high-minded, high-hearted, yet gentle 
and generous literary ladies in the world > 
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and, strange to saj, though an octogenarian, 
as young in eyes and intellect as though she 
were only eighteen — Mrs. Grant of Duthil, 
author of " Popular Models T 

I smiled a proud, quiet smile ; for the be- 
loved old lady was ,my true and tried 
friend. 

So I began the narrative which forms the 
contents of the next chapter* 



BOVan EKC0LIiBCTI05S, 109 



CHAPTER lY. 



A KIGHT IN THE JUNGLE. 



If I had occasion to apply to fiction for an 

adventure worthy of relation, I should 

scarcely venture to choose Asiatic ground 

for the scene of action. Moriei« I. B. Fraser^ 

and my talented clansman, the Forest Ranger, 

have exhausted the treasures of the East ; 

Hor could any mosaic imitation of their 

p 5 
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genuine gold be palatable to modem readers 
...one and all as familiar with the Peris, 
Afrits, and Ghouls of Oriental superstition ^ 
as with the interjectional ejaculations to be 
met with in every page descriptive of East 
Indian dialogue. The hismiUdhSy fnmhallahs^ 
and istuifuraollahSy of Persian and Mahome- 
dan colloquy are as common in the mouths 
of Toung England as is the argot of the 
Tapis fro/nc school of literature, of which 
Eugene Sue is the Grand Master, to his An- 
glican imitators. In my search for a sub- 
ject for a sketch, I must therefore fall back 
upon a simple fact ; and have only to dip 
into my diary for the year 1 8— — ^, to find 
that on the 19th of October, being then en 
roist6 from- Nagpore to Madras, and some 
hundreds of miles from both these places,^ 
the following adventure befel me*; in.whidt 
the reader will find that, without having 
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couise to lei Ueusc commuM of Deo, or Jin^ 
tig^ or mad elephant, I received as keen a 
shock of the nerrous system as any young 
soldiw in search of the shocking need de«- 
sire. 

I was travelling alone ; bj which I do 
not mean to say that I was unattended, but 
unaccompanied by any of my own standing 
or colour. I had the usual number of re* 
tainers apportioned to marching subalterns, 
namely a Doobash, Maty, Ghowkra, Syce, 
Ghanswalla, Bilewalla, Kulassi, and a couple 
of Coolies. Now, as each individual of the 
above, with one or two exceptions, possessed 
a wife or more a-piece, parents,^ or children 
more or less, I could scarcely boast of being 
a sectary wanderer in the wilderne8& In 
the light literature of the day, the judicious 
application of foreign phrases and exotic 
words is supposed to throw a rare glory over 
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otherynae fdde passages ; the critical reader 
vill, therefore, please to obsenre that I have 
used eight East Indian terms in the last 
paragraph, which would not have read or 
looked half as well had I merely written 
them down in plain English, thus : — Head 
servant, or butler; servant-of-all-work ; 
page ; groom ; grass-cutter (always in wait- 
ing on the groom), bullock-driver, lascat, and 
porters. Nevertheless, I do not translate 
these words because I see any necessity for 
so doing, but with a natural desire to prove 
my right to use a language, my understand- 
ing of which might otherwise be as question- 
able as are a certain . titled author's claims 
to the honour of having composed the novels 
to which he prefixes his name as author. 

It was after a long ride of some sixteen 
miles, that I reached the town of Meeranpore, 
in the territories of His Highness the Nizam^ 
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at the somewhat late hour of ten in the 
morning; for travellers in India, unless 
under peculiar circumstances, seldom journey 
under a hot sun ; and, unless when traveU- 
ing dak — post — ^in a palanquin, or com- 
pelled to limit their daily stages to twelve or 
fourteen miles — in order to admit of their 
being accompanied by servants and baggage ; 
the latter invariably carried on bullocks, or 
in bandies — waggons — drawn by bullocks. 
The day was close and sultry, yet not bright ; 
for the Monsoon began to send forth notices 
of its approach in the shape of dun, massive 
clouds, and dreary gusts of wind, rising 
and falling with equal suddenness. While 
my tent was being pitched, I threw myself 
beneath a mango tree ; — after indulging in 
a refreshing draught of the newly-drawn 
juice of a wild date tree which grew near, 
and under whose manifold branches drooped 
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numerous tinj earthen pots, or chatties, 
placed there by the Tari-drawerSj to receive 
the luscious beverage, which is called Tari 
— a term vulgarized bj nous autre Anglais 
into toddy*r — I soop fell asleep, nor awoke 
until, uttered by my head-servant, the 
words — ** Saman sub a gya^ sahib, aur 
nasIUa tyar hie — the baggage has all come 
up, sir, and breakfast is ready,'* — aroused 
me to feel the wants of a hot tea breakfast, 
and a cold water bath. 

" Where is Omar T said I, as finishing a 
hearty meal, appetized by early rising and 
exercise, I prepared to undress, while huge 
jars of water were piled beside me in the 



* Strictly speaking, Tari is only the juice of the 
cocoa tree — that of the date is called Sendhi. 
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outer tent^ wherewithal to administer to 
myself a shower bath. 

^* Sahib,'' aiiswered the servant (and to 
spare myself the trouble of repetition I 
shall omit the worthy Lallah's vemacular), 
'' he has not yet arrived. The maty left 
him in order to proceed on with the baggage, 
and he said he would follow at his leisure^ 
as he meant to gather some wild plants in 
the jungle, which he knew you wished to 
possess. But he should have been here long 
ago ; he must have gone astray.'' 

I was not at all astonished, for Omar was 
often late, being a zealous collector of 
plants for his master's hortw siccus; nor 
did any apprehensions of danger render me 
uneasy, in case he should have taken a 
wrong path. Such mistakes are of frequent 
occurrence in a country where roads are 
none of the best; and we were still some 
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distance firom the Honorable Gompany^s dis« 
tricts, where thej are of a more creditable 
nature. Omar All was my chokra, (page if 
you will) though the word means nothing 
more than boy. He had been several years 
in my service, having been in a manner 
confided to me by his father, a venerable 
sepoy belonging to my regiment, who dying 
wifeless, and without other offspring or rela- 
tions, besought me in his last moments to be 
kind to his darling child, then an urchin of 
ten years of age. Omar was now sixteen, 
and the beau ideal of a high caste Mussul- 
man youth, for his father was a Syed. Tall 
for his age, yet strongly and elegantly 
formed, his countenance was beautiful as a 
spirit's of his own creed's paradise ; his skin 
was of that rich, sunny, brown, and fine 
creamy texture, which we so seldom see 
out of a picture— with eyes dark as night. 
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jet fuller than a starry night of all bright 
thoughtfiilnesses ; features that were perfect, 
jet not inexpressive; as such features fire- 
quentlj are ; and hair that flowed in a 
thousand natural curls of silken darkness 
from beneath his turban. He looked — ^what 
he in truth was — a creature of fine thoughts 
and rare endowments. Omar was very 
handsome, yet more amiable than handsome ; 
and was not only my friend and favourite, 
but the pet of the whole regiment — ^never 
in his buoyant playfulness of youth forget- 
ting for a single moment our relative posi- 
tions, as patron and page, by the very 
smallest solecism in graceful good manners. 
He was a scholar, too, for I had seen to his 
education ; and, knowing his master's love 
of traditionary lore, he had amassed and 
could repeat a rare collection of Hindustani 
poetry. Very dear to me, in sooth, was 
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Omar, and very anxious I became, as hour 
after hour passed without bringing him. I 
at last sent messengers to Jumkeera, the 
place where we had halted over- night ; and 
getting oyer the heat of mid-day by the 
usual simple process of reclining on a mat, 
almost undrest, a punka, and a goblet of 
tamarindade by my side, with a noTel in 
my hand, awaited their return with irre- 
pressible impatience. A light tiffin was 
brought, and sent away almost untouched ; 
and about five o^clock, just as a grey cool 
haze b^n to creep over the heated atmosr 
phere, the Potail, or head ma^rate of the 
town, made his appearance ; adding most 
painfully to my anxiety by suggesting a hor- 
rible idea that had never once entered my 
head. 

^* The Fhansigars have been in the neigh-* 
bourhood, sahib.'' 
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" The Phanagars 1— the Thugs T 

'' TeS| mj lord ! Had the boy propertj 
about him V 

A cold shudder came over me, for I knevr 
that Omar Ali was riehlj drast, with not 
only the gold and silver ornaments with 
which the young handsome Mahomedan 
love£( t^ adorn himself, but with many pre- 
cious stones that had come into his posses- 
fflon on his father's death. 

'' Good God I*' exclaimed I, *' th^ would 
not harm that beauteous child T 

'< What is beauty, or youth, or virtue, to 
the cupidity of such haramzadoBf* asked 
the PotaiL '' They would strangle the Pro* 
phet himself for his toe^ring/' 

I inquired if there had been any recent 
victims to the Thuggee system. 

*' Tes, Ehoodawund ; our goldsmith was 
discovered a week ago at the bottom of his 
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own garden, with the mark of the noose 
fresh about his neck, but with no life in his 
body. Near him was a hole, in which he 
had evidently been hiding jewels or money 
when he was destroyed, for a few coins and 
pearls were strewed among the earth/' 

" And what is to be done T 

" The thaviadar — head of the native po- 
lice — ^has been informed of your servant's 
absence, and peons have been dispatched to 
the most suspicious parts of the adjoining 
jungles/' 

I had nothing to do for it but submit to 
circumstances ; and unable to remain stilly 
I set off at a quick pace on the road to Jum- 
keera, in the hopes of encountering some of 
the messengers who had been sent thither* 
Plunged in thoughts of absorbing gloom, I 
walked on and on, nor thought of returning 
until all at once I remarked that the brief 
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and sudden twilight of Hindostan had oyer- 
taken me. I instantly turned back, but 
had not gone far before it became densely 
dark ; and in some doubt as to the road, X 
paused ere I ascended a rising-ground which 
I did not recollect having passed. With im- 
precations on my own heedlessness, I deter- 
mined to wait until the first deep obscurity 
^f the night should melt away, as it gene- 
rally does ; and in about half an hour I had 
the pleasure of beholding a few stars rush 
out into the sky, anon followed by the 
moon. I then ascended the hill, but had 
not proceeded far ere I felt convinced that I 
had taken the wrong path — ^for presently 
the ruins of a large building loomed in 
isight; and, advancing towards it, I found 
it to have been a Choultry, or Caravanserai, 
on an extensive scale, but now seemingly 
abandoned to desolation and decay. 



118 Roireu eeoollegtioks. 

As I leant against one of the pillars, in 
earnest yet useless quarrel with myself for 
involying myself in a dilemma that tvM dis- 
agreeable and might be dangerous^ I almost 
resolved to remain Uiere till dawn, or a 
chance passenger, should bring light, or in- 
formation, to direct my steps. A flock of 
evil surmises crowded into my mind. The 
Thugs were about — I remembered my ad- 
venture with the Fakeer — ^and though I was 
not ignorant that they seldom, or never, 
meddled with Europeans, I also knew that 
there were freeboters in the lawless territories 
of the Kizam who would not stand on such 
trifles as cast or colour ; — ^and might there 
not be tigers and panthers in the jungle 
that thickly skirted the Choultry on all sides 1 
As I afterwards learnt, there were neither ; 
but at the moment I knew not this ; and 
from time to time fancied I heard them 
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growl m the fiustness of the woods. But a 
real discomfort soon arose to diiq^ise im- 
aginary evils: the wind, moaning fitfully, 
blew almost damply on me» as I watched 
the large masses of clouds, which kept ever 
and anon creeping between me and the 
moon's light; presently leaves and dust 
eame whirling against me from the forest, 
and the low twittering of the birds was turned 
to harsher and loudar notes« I could detect 
the scream of the parroquet, the snap of 
the rice-bird's bill, and the guttural cry of 
the heron ; while the agitated movements of 
the feathered tribe hinted loudly of internal 
d^ungement in their leajhold economy. 
More than once a jackal flitted before the 
Choultry. ..yelling, as it retreated to the 
jungle ; while from some near but invisible 
jheel, or mere, arose the discordant croak ef 
a myriad of bullfrogs •• .so loud as to fill the 
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whole air with the singular thunder of its 
undescribable sound... a sound fit to terrify 
a new comer, unaware of the harmless nature 
of the gigantic reptile that occasions it. A 
storm was coming on ; and presently, at* 
tended by low, grumbling thunder heralding 
its sister-element, flashed the vivid light- 
ning ; and then, in the air, a sort of univer- 
sal whisper hissed about — ^and anon, down . . . 
down poured the flood-like rain... the pas- 
sionate deluge of the first shower of the 
monsoon ! Who that has been in India can 
ever forget the first time it has been wit- 
nessed by him ? 

I was glad to withdraw into the interior 
of the Choultry, at the risk of felling over 
disjointed stones ; for the darkness of the 
place proved the security of the roof, — and 
though the cold wind reached me, I was safe 
from the rain. Stumbling against the wall, 
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I found a stone4)ench which ran round it ; 
and sitting down, oirercome with fintigaei 
sank into a slumber. I knew not, howerer; 
that I slept, for it seemed to me that 
wearied by vain endeavours to sleep and 
finding the shower at an end, I hastened 
from the choultry, and pursuing the broadest 
track, fdiowed it until I found myself at the 
bottom of a dongor^ or deep narrow ravine 
— ^the early light of day shining iu a 
dancing brook which ran through it. As I 
stooped down to quench my thirst, I became 
aware of the proximity of human beings — 
for, from behind a rock, which excluded us 
from each other's view, came the whispering 
voices of several men. A fear of I knew 
not what, such as, it is to be hoped sol- 
diers only feel in dreams, stole over me, 
as I bent to listen. 

Thou wilt never make a sirdar — chief— 

VOL III. 
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among us, Samee, if thou forgettest to bring 
the Kodali — pickaxe; thou must take 
lessons from Govindoo, too, ere thou throVst 
the noose again. The boy struggled hard, 
and hadst thou not knocked him on the pate, 
I doubt whether he would not have escaped 
from the roomal — handkerchief/' 

" Tush ! what is the use of talking 1 tell 
not the chief, Soorun, oi my awkwardness, 
and thou shalt have the angotha — ring, on 
which the Ingrezi — English — characters are 
traced/' 

I heard no more, for, with these words, 
a stupor came over my senses, deafening me 
to every other sound than that of my heart's 
voice, which uttered the name of Omar — 
Omar — Omar ! To that poor murdered 
boy I had given, not long before, a ring of 
British workmanship, with the words — 
*' From a Friend" — cut within its rim. 
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Suddenly, I recovered myself safficiently to 
listen again. A noise, as of the piling 
together of stones, was heard — and by and 
bye the speakers retired, their voices sound* 
ing at each step more distant. I started 
from my hiding-place, and rushing to the 
other side of the rock, found a huddled up 
mass of stones, beneath which, I doubted 
not, they had buried the body of their 
victim. With that desire to know the 
worst which inspirits to exertion, I set to 
work to displace the concealing rubbish ; 
nor was it long ere first a white garment, 
and next a red turban, and then the cold 
wan flesh of a human corse, met my sight ! 
Alas I I saw him — him — Omar 1 Yes, it 
was he himself — the eyes glaring from stran- 
gulation — the mouth open — the neck chafed 
G 3 
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and discoloured — the sweet life utterij 
gone! 



A cold sweat bathed my limbs as I awoke 
irom a dream of horror to a palpable, tangi- 
ble peril I As I opened my ejes^ I saw, by 
the faint dawnlight which entered through 
the broken columns of the ruined edifice, 
that beside me — standing erect upon its 
coiled extremities, and with its hideous 
head vibrating almost in contact with my 
face, which was turned towards it, — ^glared 
with its demon eyes full upon me an enor- 
mous cobra di capello, or hooded snake ! 

Fortunately for me, fear had, for once, a 
contrary effect to what it usually produces ; 
the signal peril of my situation struck me 
into monumental inaction — and, instead of 
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giving voice or motien to mj horror, para* 
ijsed mj senses into preservative stillness. 
As I continoed to gaze at the venomous 
reptile-^now dandng and swaying to and 
fro before me^ and anon jerking up its 
dilated head over my face, until its foetid 
breath penetrated my very marrow — ^I dis- 
covered with a thriU of hope that its eyes 
were fixed — ^not upon me„ as I had at first 
conjectured, but upon some indefinite object 
beyond me. I knew not how far along the 
wall the stone bench, on which I reclined, 
Extended — ^but my hope lay in the possi- 
bility of some outlet, or hole, beyond where 
I was lying ; and fearful lest the keen- 
sighted creature should detect my agonized 
stare, I shut my eyes, and tried to pray ! 

Presently I could hear a rustling, flutter- 
ing noise in the wall beyond me, and before 
I had time to question its cause, there was 
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a spring — ^a leap— and the cold clammy 
folds of the serpent were trailing on mj 
&ce and over it ;— and up, away, beyond 
me, there was the shrill cry of bird or bat 
— a loud hiss — and the crunch of bones and 
sinews! 

I was saved ! and in another moment I 
was out in the open air, panting on the 
wet ground, to which I had fidlen in the 
strengthless helplessness that succeeds an 
escaped peril. The morning was cool, and 
the first wild burst of the monsoon had 
subsided into a thick misty drizzle. I 
endeavoured to retrace my steps, and soon 
succeeded in regaining the path I had left 
to ascend the misleading height. Stiff from 
the cold, and sick at heart from a sensation 
to which I can give no truer name than 
frighty I had not walked a couple of miles 
before I was forced to ^it down. Grea^ 
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then, was my joj to perceive advauciog 
towards me on my old bay steed my head 
servant, attended by a couple of peons. 
Loud was his rejoicing, and sincere was 
mine ; but^ as assisted to the saddle, I be- 
gan to relate my terrible adventure and the 
still more terrifying dream which had pre- 
ceded it, the reader may conceive my 
delight to hear that the page, my good and 
gentle- Omar, was — not well — but safe ; and 
had never been endangered by Thug or 
tiger — Fhansigar or panther I It seems 
that stumbling in the dusky morning over 
a tree-root, he had so severely sprained his 
ankle as to render motion impossible ; nor 
was it in less than an hour that he suc- 
ceeded in attracting attention. He was 
then led to the doorga, or shrine, of a reli- 
gious man, who kindly and carefully bound 
up his foot, applying some lotion to ii 
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Here, late in the afternoon, he was found 
by our messengers, who, procuring a doly 
—litter — for him, had him conveyed to mj 
tent, where the utmost confusion prevailed. 
During the whole night not one of my atten- 
dants had slept, and all were here and there 
in search of me, when chance led Lallah 
into the very track they had previously 
searched in vain. 

I had before, and have since, passed 
nights in the jungle ; but never one that 
showed me so visibly the human Fear — 
which is life's apanage — sitting and shiver- 
ing at my cold heart's core. Of poor Omar 
Ali, of our joyous meeting, I say nothing. 
That boy — no longer a boy —is a fine and 
gallant native officer — respected by all who 
know him. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



COOL CdfYERS/LTIOX IS HOt HOURS. — THE 

SUKIASSIir. 



SsiiK i^t P^eAer be told, that the heat <tf 
tiUlP Bb^ishf dig-days is but iced lightning 
to out Ma^to^ midsummers ? Keed th« 
feeiMt }S^ told how terj a sybarite, man— ^ 
Ite he military, ctories^ or of the laity, — 
bedc^el^h uftde^ tbei prosttatiikg influence of 
5 
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intense heat and incessant perspiration 
How he findeth no comfort in commoa 
chairs ; how he escheweth all movement ap* 
proaching to the manual or pedal exigencies 
required by the simple process of walking 
across a room; how that to lounge on a 
mat-spread couch — a divan, not soft and 
warm, but hard and cool^ with a punkah 
pulled daintily over his head, brewing up an 
artificial Zephyr — is to him a far nienie 
state of existence, not merely desirable but 
absolutely necessary, during the six hot 
hours of the day... yea, necessary as his 
" pain quotidien V^ I had been lying on my 
cot, in all sorts of attitudes, and stript to 
my kumees and paijamas (shirt and long- 
drawers), for at least three hours. ••dreaming 
a wide-awake dream of houris bringing me 
unattainable and cooling sherbets, when 
Uhland and three others entered my room. 
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which adjoined their separate apartments in 
tl^ dormitories of the Club Hoose. I will 
not describe their costume, having already 
done 80 by describing my own, which was 
infinitely more cool and agreeable than pic- 
tnresque or decorous. I expressly observe 
that the word '* decorous ^ is used here as 
it would be used by the conventicle moralists 
of Great Britain ; were they to see to what 
strange contempt of personal clothing East 
Indian heat reduces their friends in the 
Colonies. For, strictly speaking, there was 
nothing approximating to indecency in our 
dress ; but in England decorum is a conven- 
tionalism ; and the words morality and de« 
cency are so frequently used suid bandied 
about, that there seems some chance of our 
ending by having nothing hut the words : — 
" vox et prcBterea nihil'' . 

" Macdonnel is sorry he cannot join us,'* 
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said IJhland ; *" be is ordered off to Pala-r 
Teram forthwith, and is bnsj. Tea laay 
dog, joxx have been fiurt asleep for the last 
tiro hours^ I warrant/' 

** Not a wink— onlj dreaming/' 

"^ Of the ball to-night, no doubt,'^ cried 
IThkuid. 

^ J go to a ball 1^ exclaimed I, with irre- 
pressible astonishment ; '^ and at ihis sear 
soar 

'< Oh r said Burnett, '' I think I begin to 
feel the sea breeee, and we shall have a 
charming evening. All the last ship's load 
ef spinsters are to be trotted out, and old 
Colonel Hanlej has betted that he marries 
one of them before the monsoon sets in/' 

'* Ah ! 'tis very well to marry during the 
if ^^... rains ; but in such weather as this 
nothing that is not salamandrine e^i^uid stand 
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""For my part/' mud Oowmj, '* I sIimM 
ordir the bride to be pmperfy iced, as ««ll 
M tbe bride-^sake and champagneb I ha?e 
drank six bottles of soda water Unlay to 
cool me, and all in vain.'' 

'* What have yom been doing. Singleton T 
asked I, addres^ng a jou^g griffin who had 
net yet cut his ensign'^s teeth. 

'* I have been sitting for the last how 
erer a tub of water, and devouring man* 
goes* 

'* Bravo ! no gviffinish way of feeding en 
those ^obes of nectar ; in fitot, the M/y 
manner in which a mango i^uld be eaten, 
to enjoy it cleanlily." 

'' I hope,"" ^id Conway, who had stretched 
himself down on a leopard's skin, wbih Uh- 
land divided with him the voluptuous artifi- 
eialbpseqes created by an immdts^t^4^...a 
mp^ #f &n, or ^a^d^punkah^ made of th(S 
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scented ctiaoua grass and sprinkled with 
water../' I hope Mrs. Ashton won't wear her 
inevitable ponceau dress, which makes one 
feverish to look at; or scent herself with 
that insufferable marechale :'' and he heaved 
a deep si^ as if the safety of the East In- 
dia Company depended on the colour of Mrs. 
Ashton's dresSy and the aroma of her per- 
fume. 

" Better marechale, or even the cocoa- 
nut oil with which Mrs. Piper anoints her 
rabid hsir, than Miss Faulkner's nefarious 
breath ; which is good for nothing that I 
know of unless it be to kill mosquitoes,'^ 
said I. 

" I thought you were a lady's man, Camp- 
bell," said Conway. 

** Why r 

" You write poetry, or what passes for 
poetry in the Colonies j you have a great 
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many flowers stuck about your rooms ; and 
I rather think that I saw a ring on your 
finger with the name of ' Emily ' upon 
it" 

I was silent, for the name of Emily con- 
jured up strange and gloomy memories. 

'' Tou are a lad/s man, nnce you do 
not deny if 

** Oh r answered I, '' I am like the man 
in onB Goldoni's comedies, who could not 
utter a native : — * Nan so dir di no — non 
son capace di dir di no — e non diro mai 
dinoV' 

*' What are you two laughing at T de- 
manded Singleton, turning to Conway and* 
Uhland* Burnett was fast asleep on two 
buUock-trunks in a comer. 

'' At the idea of CampbelFs being a 
lady's man^ with his nervous trepidation^ 
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hair, and-—'* 

'' Short aight l"* intemiptei I, Mxiow to 
break in upon the category of mj incompe- 
tenciea to plaj a part m publio society. 
Alasl there ia no catbolicon lor abyneat; 
and ao I mwt endeavour to m%kii tib^e world 
ascribe to modesty what is ofUj mmnv^df^ 
kmte. 

'' What the deuoe ia that T aaid Single^ 
ton ; "I really thought it was a tiger/' 

It wft0 only Bamett, who in tl«^ mtd90 of 

some sinister dream— excited by the fmsfb- 
tiar porplexity ol his poaitm— ^m^tdenly 
ateucfccmt hi3 destear leg with sudcti loom^ 
tb^t his foot ogling in, Qoi^jsmi^ ifith a hu^ 
chatty of water, ^hivf^ed the QWtlwm Teaset 
j»nd 9ent it3 oon^fiits to di/ipera^i in prions 

'' Oh ! those diabolical bullock-trunks T 
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sighed Burnett, as we sat laughing at his 
bewildered looks. '' I dreamt a dream more 
horrible than anj which Fuseli's pork chops 
raw with blood sauce, could have produced. 
I fancied Mrs. Dickson was trying to force 
the roasted leg of mj grandmother down mj 
throat, and in my effort to kick aside the 
baleful condiment, lo I what a deluge I haye 
created \'^ 

** Gome ; read us another story, Rob l" 
said Uhland. ** Macdonnel cannot fulfil his 
promise, so you must substitute something 
to repay us for accommodating you with our 
company." 

" Very well ! — here are some choice 
guavas, try them ; be good boys, and listen; 
or sleep, but do not snore, for I shall tell you 
my wonderful adventure with — 
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THE STJNIASSIE. 



OiiE of the most extensive provinces in the 
Deccan, as that portion of India is termed 
which is situated between the rivers Ner- 
budda and Eistna, is the Goundwana...a 
wild, mountainous, and unhealthy district, 
though the care and culture of the few Mah- 
ratta families from Nagpore, that are found 
in certain parts, have rendered them fertile 
and productive. The general aspect of the 
country, however, is unfavourable ; and, 
where occupied by the mative Goands, almost 
an entire sheet of jungle. This wretched 
tribe, perhaps the very lowest in the scale of 



^ This sketch has alreadj appeared in ^* Fraser*s 
Mt^gazine." 
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ail the natives of India, though Hindoos of 
the Brahminical caste, profess peculiarities 
that are at variance with the tenents of 
Brahma ; permitting themselves the indul- 
gence of animal food, abstaining onlj from 
that of the cow. For many years the tradi* 
tion, popular among the natives of Lower 
India, that among the Groands there were 
certain sects that offered annual human sa- 
crifices to the destroyer, was ridiculed by 
the European community ; but later invest- 
igations, and the testimony of an intelligent 
and enquiring officer — Captain Crawford of 
Bengal-^whose intimate knowledge of the 
habits and customs of the East has seldom 
l)een exceeded, have proved beyond all doubt 
the prevalence of this revolting practice. It 
was in the year 1819 that a singular chance, 
or rather a series of rare events, confirmed 
my own belief in the existence of a crime. 
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which was then darkly hinted at, but which 
was only credited bj the sepojs and natives 
of Madras. 

The regiment to which I was at that 
period attached was en route from Banga- 
pore in Mysore, to Ghanda in Berar...a dis- 
tance of no less than six hundred miles ; 
when one morning, after reaching our en- 
campment for the day, I sallied out into the 
jungle with a brother officer, whose fowling- 
piece made frequent and welcome additions 
to otir commonplace marching-fare. Gal- 
vert Montford was a gay-hearted, handsome, 
generous fellow ; the favorite of the whole 
corps, from the bluff old commlindant to 
Meer Ali, the fugle-man ; though, in truth 
he was apt, in the exuberant hilarity of 
youth, to commit vexatious solecisms in the 
jserious matter of military etiquette. Our 
kind, but somewhat stem, commandiBg 



ROUGH BEOOUiSCTIOKS. 141 

officer, Major Beckett, was frequentlj obliged 
to check, with a severity that was sometimes 
half assumed, the heedless gamesomeness 
which so often led Montford into dilemmas, 
that bj compromising the credit of the corps, 
might have provoked graver censure if sub- 
jected to the pitiless analysis of higher 
authorities. Not that a single grain of 
vicious or dishonorable feeling could be 
sifted by even malevolence from the volatile 
matter which formed the faults of my friend; 
but he was ever and anon offending the 
gravity of oflScial ceremony — ^insulting, out 
of mere schoolboy fun, the prejudices of the 
native population — and erring against the 
common discipline of the service. Com- 
plaints were constantly being brought 
against him by the inhabitants of the towns 
and villages through which he passed ; now 
the house of a surly Mahomedan had been 
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forcibly OBtered ..now a sacred pigeon had 
been shot at while roosting on the very pin* 
nacle of a pagoda. ..yesterday half a dozen 
palmyra trees had been pilfered of their 
tari-pots* — and to-day some indefinite 
offence had been offered to the idol of Yish- 
noo itself ; — while once upon a time he was 
likely to have fared still worse for having 
dared to pursue one of the Dancing-girls be- 
longing to the temple into the very precincts 
of that prohibited edifice. 

But to proceed. — We had traversed a 
considerable quantity of ground with various 
success ; a few hares and green pigeons had 
been fagged and confided to the care of 



* The pot, suspended from the cocoa nut, palmyra 
and date-trees, to receive the sap, or vinous juice, for 
which at certain seasons they are pierced. 



r 
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Calvert's hooUay-wdlla (dog-keeper), and 
the day was beginning to beaten into true 
Oriental fervour ; we were on our return, 
wben we came unexpectedly upon an old 
grey pagoda in ruins, and so completely 
bugged in by trees tbat we saw it not till 
we were close upon it. A sbarp bark £rom 
Calvert's dog attracted onr attention towards 
it, and running round the comer of the 
building, we beheld a large brown monkey 
— squatted on an arch of the temple, and 
indulging in a series of facial contortions. 
Montford raised his gun. 

" Mut maro, sahib !" (do not fire, sir), 
cried the dog-boy, in evident alarm : " it][i8 
a sacred monkey, and the Brahmins will be 
exasperated." 

But scarcely had the warning passed his 
lips ere Calvert fired, and down at his feet 
fell the poor animal, quite dead. 
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At the same moment^ forth from the dis- 
mantled pagoda there rushed a being of so 
appalling, so spectral an appearance, that 
had it not been familiar to us, we might 
have questioned its claims to humanity* 
But, for the ten days before^ the Suniassie, 
who now leaped forwards uttering the most 
frightful yells and imprecations, had followed 
our camp. I have since then frequently la- 
mented that the art of the painter was not 
mine, for the whole scene would have made 
a striking picture. The Suniassie was a 
gaunt, muscular man in the decline of life ; 
wrapped in a scanty, but close-fitting tunic 
of. many-coloured patchwork, which ex- 
tended scarcely to his knees, leaving his 
nether limbs entirely naked, his long griz- 
ded hair fell down his shoulders to the 
waist ; from which, tied by a girdle of rope, 
depended a gourd to hold the alms which he 
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might receiye from the cbai^table, while in 
his l^aod he carried a bunch, of peacock 
fepii^^nar His &ce was smeared with white 
imI^ wd his natural ugliness was incroMed 
by the deformity Of a nose whidi had.been 
sUt^^wheUier in penance, or a punishment 
for some offence, is unknown. 

Pointing to the still quivering body of 
the monkey, he poured forth the grossest 
revilings of which the Hindoostani language 
is capable (and there. is no dialect that con* 
^aips more), against the EpgUsh .in general, 
and my friend . in particoj^r. Flinging his 
arm^ up to the sky^ he oaUed dawi curses 
upon the destroyer of the .mcmkey^ which 
made the dog-^boy cower in yery. terror ; and 
while we stood gazipg ip silence, as we 
might have done at a play^ he sprang sud- 
denly tpw^ds the ehryae-rliftfed ja ston^TT- 
4Jppod/it in jthe bloc4,of the^. ftn&miilt.a&d 

YOL. m. H 
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ere we could fathom his intent, flung it 
with all his force at the head of Calvert. 
It struck him on the temple, and he fell, 
stupified for the moment, but not materiaUj 
injured. In my indignation I darted to- 
wards the Suniassie, but ere I could reach 
him, he plunged amid the ruins of the pa- 
goda, and in another moment was seen high 
up on the crumbling parapet; whence, 
shouting the words, " Dawa Dawa r (re- 
venge I revenge !) he disappeared. 

The revengeful nature of the Hindoo 
religious mendicant is well known ; but 
though frequently displayed in the upper 
provinces of India, is seldom outwardly 
expressed nearer to the seat of government. 
Of these hypocritical and bigotted beggars 
there are four sects — consisting of the 
Gosains, or Suniassies, who are followers oi 
Siva; the Byragies, disciples of Vishnu'; 
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UdassieSy attached to the Seik creed ; and 
Jogies, who are ditrtiiiguished from the others 
by the burial instead of the burning of their 
dead. The Suniassie, who is the unworthy 
hero of my present sketch, had appeared 
suddenly in our camp, where he was an 
oligect of fear to the generality of our sepoys, 
who were neither allied to him by country 
or connexion, for he was a native of Bengal 
More than once he had interfered in disputes 
with which he had nothing in common ; and 
had been ordered from the camp in conse- 
quence of his insolent and malignantly 
expressed detestation of the English. 

Meanwhile Calvert Montford recovered to 
feel little ill effects from a blow, which had 
been too slight to cause other results than a 
headache and a bruise ; but as he had so 
often incurred the reprimands of his su- 
periors for offending the superstitions of the 
H 3 
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natiyes^ the deai^ of the mm^ and its 
iMnidaJit punishment weie concealed from 
Major Beckett until after manj d%j»f whw^ 
haying seen nothing more of the SuniMsie^ 
the whole matter was freely talked oyer .«tt 
the mess-table. A general laugh was rus^d 
at the expense of Montford bj the juni^c^ 
but there were oth^ who expressed 
ast(W9hment that no complaint had been 
made about the destructicm of tj^e sam^ 
monkey, while the disappearanpe of &e 
meiM^cant senred equally to^piuzle alL 

''I am glad he is no Icxoger with U8»f 
said the Major ; '^ but» young man, i^ould 
you,mf3et.him again» excite not his ire; he 
is a f^ngeious playfellow, and it . is , s^ldoid 
tha^ s^qh creatures forego the^r pui^poses lOlf 
yengeanqe." 
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^ireaiy tity» iMto eigbkj miles sMth of 
Ife^re^ suRouftd^ bj woodt wludi were 
infttfted by tigers^ and in the mabaim 
iosteeases of wUeh-^^iiddiiig defiance to 
malaria aad fever-mirt-^Montferd foaod 
frequent relief from the ennui which i$ 
almost sore to Bonii the tedious boun of an 
inert military life. Ghaoida^ with its nuAous 
ramparts, sa miko in ciroamferettce^— its 
heterogMeous (xqi^ulation of Mahomedans, 
l&^^ttasy and Brahimins of all denomina- 
tions— Hxmtained no Enrqueans but the offi-* 
cers «f onr own r^tirat, and at that 
period we had not a married man amongst 
ns; 80 that the eharms of female society 
being denied us^ alack for him who found 
no( in bis pxa^ or his book, his pen <Mr his 
pencil, tiiat f ekxKtiw which in iliations lei» 
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newly-roofled Vi^^ ^^ ^^^ ^ ^^^^^^ 

and the tinkling belb of a flock of sheep, I 
was surprised bjr the appeannoe of a <foty. 
or litter— «adi u jg used by the better 
class of Mofiusil (up-co\utry\ natives — 
which, attended bj a horseman, yna for^og 
the stream in front of my tent. 

" D^ho, fee !", died a sepo^ near me,— 
" Montford gahib aia hie doly ^ mmgot! 
—Look, sir, Mr. Montford jg coming, in 
company with a Utter." In ai^other moment 
we were shaking hands, whi\^ ^^ ^y^ ^e^ 
asking a hundred questions ^^^^ t^e cMy 
before my tongue bad utto^^ ^ ^j^q^ But I 
will pass over the unla^t^^ of the sweet 
freight which that vehi^j^^ ^^ ^nd the 
arrangements made for i^^ comfortable ac- 
commodation, proceeding ^ ^^^ ^^ j^g^^'g 

narrative in, «» ''early ^ ^,^^16, his own 
words. 
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"* After I left yon I had a glorious' teeek% 

flport before I reached Dewelmarry ; where, 

in my peraflibiilAtioiis, I learnt that farther 

on, at Bnstar, the Qeands were at such hot 

fstidwith each, othet that it would be folly 

to Viflit the place. I liked the neighbonrhood 

of Dewelmarry ; but ftte would haye it 

^hat, in spite of all my resolutionj^ I diould 

be' Mticed «ome t^waty Miles nearer Buster 

•than I intended. Jan Homed (the sepoy 

beliiM^alhided to) is a fine intelligent fisSloW 

antf by him I wais infonned that b^ had 

** n^ade dowsty '' — formed Mendship^^^^iitii 

an old Puthan in the town, whose obly 

child — ^a young and lovely girl-— had laitefy 

been dragged from their cottage during his 

temporary absence : the only person who 

was with her at the time being a decrqsid 

old woman, their servant. That plunder 



' 



wa& aot the object pi her abductors was evi^ 
deoty for &9thing was touched ia house 
or garden ; aud the oild woman, who had 
fainted in her terror, could pnlj recolleot 
l^t amopg the party who tore the poor girl 
from h^r arm% there was one in the garb of 
a jCommoA Hindoo beggar. Interested bj 
Jan Homed's recital, at my desire he intrp- 
duoed me to his new acquaintance. He was 
a fin^ venerable dd chief on t^e yerge of 
eighty ; and, in answer to pay queries, 
declared that he was ecmvinced that his 
daughter — ^hia sweet Azeeza — had beeu 
carried off by the Bustar Goands for their 
annual human sacrifice. 

^^ ^ I dare not utter such words aloud^ 

maharajah,^ said he, ^ for there is neither 

law nor leamij\^ faith nor fidelity, in this 

ido^trous country of Satan; but thi^ 

fi 5 
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atrocious custom prevails here as surdj as 
Mahomed is the prophet of Allah ! Every- 
one knows, though none dare say, that the 
Oosains and Jogies of Bustar offer a human 
being in annual sacrifice to the goddess 
Kali ; and of all others they prefer one 
who does not belong to their own accursed 
creed 1' 

Horror-struck, I asked him if he had no 
friends in authority— no kindred from whom 
to demand counsel in such a strait 'i 

" * None, sahib,' he answered ; * nor is 
there any course to pursue but to sit silently 
on the musnud of submission, and weep 
over the invisible ashes of my lost child. I 
have no relative here, and had gone to make 
arrangements at Ghanda for a removal thi- 
ther, when the rose of my life was taken from 
my goolshan — flower-bed — by those infidel 
dogs. May their graves be defiled V 
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** ' But can nothing be done to save her T 
cried I, indignant at his passive submission 
to what he called destinj. 

** ' Alia Kereem I God is merciful, but 
what can I do V was the reply. * The sac- 
rifice always takes place at the new moon — 
in three days I shall be childless.' 

** * Nay/ returned I, ' lead me to the sus- 
pected spot ; provide me and my attendant 
with such disguises as you may consider 
most likely to favour such an enterprize, 
and let me try what can be done.' 

'' The aged Mussulman clutched at the 
unexpected hope which my words conveyed, 
with a desperate joy; but Jan Homed, 
knowing my rashness and alarmed for the 
consequences of such an undertaking, en- 
deavoured to reason us out of it. But the 
strong desire I had to fathom the whole 
affair, to satisfy my doubts regarding the 
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mysterj of human taciifiees, and to restore 
A dkild to her fiither'a armSy stimulated me 
to higher purposes ; and, for once in vtj 
1^ I resolred on adopting as mj coad- 
jutors Caution and Prudence, two assistants 
in the pursuit oi adventnre ivfioeh the 
boldest man may wisely enlist. Suffiot it 
to saj that the venerable Puthan, Ameer 
I3)an, myself, and Jan Homed, reached a 
public ehoultry in tibe dense woods that srn^ 
round Bustar, on the very day he&ite the 
new moon. We were disguised aa soldieB 
of the Nizam, and it was not long ere we 
discovered the principal pagoda of tbe< pbce, 
which was situated in a thkk grove of -bav- 
yan, peepul, and date trees. Ameer Shan 
fek assured that the interior of this tem^ 
was the place aiUotted for the sacrifice ; juxr 
was it with any difficulty we ileaomedy by 
mmgliug with -theicpowds vtbat attended a 
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hmt{iair^ inthtioinii that a great ftrthral 
Mus to be solenmized at midnight in the pa* 
goda. 

''' Constructed with a power of nuitaaoi 

that would haTOTopdled an annj, the tein<* 

fUe was. to Bs a destruction of almost all 

h<4)e. What then could fe^ do ? Nothing 1 

But fortune, chance, Pr^widlMM I 

had left the old Puthan sitting in despair 

beneath a GooUar tree — (wild fig), near 

nhich Jan Homed was CDoking an eitem* 

f ore cuiTj, said as the twilight began to 

areep greyly over the earth, sauntered around 

the pagoda. As I stooped to cull a wild 

flower that sprang from a heap of stones, 

a liu:ge snake, alarmed at my approach, 

issued from behind the. tuft of lemon-grass 

that covered the rubbish, and directing its 

progress towards the wall of the sacred 

edifice, entered a fiissure, where it disap- 
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pearecL What induced me to pursue it I 
know not, for I have an unconquerable 
terror of serpents, but I did so ; and, with 
mj stick, strove to guage the depths of 
the aperture —which was larger than I at 
first apprehended. The stick struck against 
some substance which emitted a metallic 
sound, and on approaching closer to ex- 
amine it, I found that there was a smaU 
wicket deeply buried in the stonework of 
the wall. I could perceive that with slight 
toil the mortar and rubbish, which now 
almost curtained it from sight, might be 
cleared away ; and this effected, I had not 
a doubt but that an entrance to some part 
of the pagoda could be obtained. I flew, 
rather than ran^ to the gooUar tree, and 
related my discovery ; nor lost we a mo- 
ment before we acted upon it with the 
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expedition and resolution that are some* 
times engendered by despiur. 

^ There was not a creature in sights as^ 
with our weapons hidden beneath our robes^ 
and a torch in case of need, we reached the 
spot. We soon got rid of the lime and day 
that jammed up the wicket — which, when 
wrenched open, admitted us to a sniali 
vaulted cell. A glimmering lights shining 
through a crerice in one comer, warned us 
of more habitable places in our vicinity ; 
and as Ameer Khan, who had advanced to- 
wards it, stooped down and looked through 
it^ he saw that which proved too great a 
trial for his shattered nerves, for with a 
groan that terrified us for the results, he 
fainted. I whispered Jan Homed to remove 
him into the open air, and there detain him 
till I gave a certain signal. No sooner bad 
they left me than I applied my eye to the 
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aperture^ and beheld the most lovely cfeo^ 
tore I ever looked upon. A jmmg aad 
graceful girl, whose beauty shone in the 
glare of many torches stuck round the walls 
of an immense eayemous hall, lay hound 
hand and foot on a mat I 

*' In one comer was a huge image of Vis* 
hnu, at least eleven feet high, with the 
pyramidal cap, closed eyes, and canopy of 
seven hooded snakes, peculiar to that deity ; 
itk another, with its sepulchral chaplet of 
dkulls round the neck, was the hideous idol 
of Kali ; and in the centre of this Isi^ge 
and, no doubt, interior chamber of the tern* 
pie, a group of Brahmins — almost naked, 
idth shaven heads and sacerdotal cords 
flung across their shoulders— Jogies, Sunias» 
sies, and grotesquely attired Udassies, were 
busily engaged in chaunting a lugubrious 
chorus around a blazing fire. I could not 



WXQM UllXyUMffmSB. 161 

hear a word that was uitered/tiiough I tmli 
plainly disttsgoiflh tike tnost remote no(^ ; 
bat I cared not, even at that momenti to 
keep my eyes from that sWeet and beailifiil 
ereature ; who lay, panting in her paUid 
fear^ almost within reach of me. A heaty 
imell of firankincense, aloes, and bensotnt 
penetoated to where I knelt» and I lili that 
the moment was at hand wken ^ waste be 
saved, or /was to perish I 

"Suddenly an overwheiming noise of 
gOngs, kulera-homs, t<mi«toms, and 4icUs, 
struck up outside the hall, and the iirfaole 
mass of bigots withdrew. At that moment 
I oeuid have wilHngly cut off my hand for 
admittance to that saloon ot sacriiice ; but 
I saw no means of mtering it I ran rotmd 
the little stifling vault that held m6— ^I 
heard the hiss of the startled snake, yet 
paused not — I felt every crevice and cranny 



162 Bovaa BMouscnojiji 

with my fingers — ^and, at length, when in 
utter despair I was mad enough to dash 
my fist agunst the opposing wall, — a bolt, or 
a bar, or a secret spring, gave way,. ..and 
down I fell on my &ce, within three paces 
of the victim. For the first time I heard 
her voice. ..she uttered, a faint shriek.. .but 
the continued din without, prevented its be- 
ing heard. In five minutes she was freed 
from cord and chain... in five more she was 
in her father's arms. ..and ere half as many 
hours had passed we were on our way to 
Dewelmurry. 

** But we did not leave Dewelmuny next 
looming unnoted. Ameer Khan and Jan 
Homed were in advance of me as we left 
that town ; and as the old chief had 
resolved on preceding us to Ghanda, he was 
bidding his dear restored treasure farewell, 
whenr out from the jungle darted m odious-^ 
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looking creatuxe, who^Ting one keen g^anoe 
at the terrified Azeeza and a yengefol look 
at me, retreated to the woods, while the 
word ' Dawa !' jelled out^ recalled a hated 
voice. It was no other than the Suniassie, 
— ^and Azeeza remembered him well, as 
being one of the foremost among her 
tormentoriif 



Do we not sometimes, in our wanderings, 
fall upon certain spots which, without pos- 
sessing any striking beauties of scenery, have 
jet a power of arresting the attention, — ^a 
fascination constrains us to linger there, 
nor seek for brighter vistas bejond 1 Do we 
not p^use there, where the grass is of dearest 
Leigh Hunt's sort» — *' Ue-dawf^upanabk T 
where ^' the buttercups smear the land with 
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apfeiMioar f where thiore is & bird'a ooBg on a 
green 'beagh, bat no hiimnn voice; a 
flow^fl breathy but nothing less sweet : do 
we not pauses and fear to go on, lest bj 
knng these we lose all that is lovely 1 — 
So it is with me in my tale. Icsre not to 
proceed. I care not to leave the short 
year of quiets dreamy loveliness which re^ 
warded Calvert Montford for his preservation 
of Azeeza's life by that most sweet 
creature's clinging affection ! I care not to 
oYerstep that tranquil space to recovntt^ as I 
must now do, her worthy old fatiiar's death ; 
our subsequent march to Nagpore ; and at 
Nagpore the sudden illness, and — must I 
say, death of Montford 1 So unexpeotedly 
fell tills stroke upon his gentle oom|)aBion» 
that for several hours she could not oie^ 
that life was extinct ; wd so quietly; after a 
heavy fit of agony, had the ^* life«-want '' 
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eropt over him» even in h^ very ann6» tbat 
the medical man at first supposed he had 
only fednted. Bnt a . day passed, and the 
pr^p^ra^ion^ for burial — ^always and necea* 
ai^rily a matter of haste in India — were com^ 
pleted. Azeeza was led to her own range 
of apartments, whilst I saw him dressed 
for thQ grave ; and helped to carry his goxsm^ 
extended op the conch on which he had 
oeasod to breathe, to a small bungalo 
which stood unoccupied at the bottom of 
the garden, — ^whence the funeral procession 
might pass|, on the morrow, unnoted by the 
mourning Moossalmtiny. Early in the 
maming the coffin was to be brought ; so, 
leaving the body in that lonely room, after 
Hghting the lamps which hung round it, fas- 
tening the windows, and locking the door, 
Wip withdrew* I returned to the houftei) 
placed a guard of sepoys over the store- 



166 ROrOH REOOLLKCnONB. 

rooms ; and, determining to pass part of 
the night in sealing up the letters and 
papers of my friend, which had been con- 
fided to me for that purpose, I called for 
lights, dismissed the servants, and seated 
myself in his room. 

The casements were all thrown open to 
admit the cool air of evening, which, sweet- 
ened by the rich odours it had collected from 
a clump of henna* close by, breathed re- 
freshingly upon me. I was sorrowfully exa- 
mining a sketch, the work of my friend, 
when a soft, stealthy footstep aroused me. I 
turned round and beheld Azeeza standing 
between me and the window ; the moonlight. 



* The Lawsonia inermis, wboee leaves contain the 
pink dje with which the Asiatic women tinge their 
nails. 
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which fell in dlverj showers upon her person, 
giving her almost a spectral appearance. 
Her veil was flung tack, and her hair — 
usually cared for with that classic taste which 
is evinced by most Mahomedan women of a 
certain rank in the arrangement of their 
tresses — was unbraided— falling in rich wild 
masses over her finely formed neck and 
shoulders. 

'' Friend of the dead one I^' said she, in a 
low, calm voice, that yet sounded as if it 
were full of tears, ** I must see him once 
more ere he is wedded to the worm !" 

" Azeeza,'* I cried, " you cannot mean it 1 
You could not bear it !" 

" Hush, hush, Sahib I you were his friend 
— ^you are mine ; I am not a woman to quail 
at the sight of him, lifeless, whom I loved, 
living ! Lead me to the dead, and leave me 
with it for one brief hour V' 
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*^ I saw there was a fixedness of purpoee in 
her that would admit of no denial ; nor, in- 
deed, did I deem it kind to oppose her 
wishes : so, making her wrap a shawl around 
her, I led her unobserved to the bungalo, and, 
unlocking the door, left her with the dead, 
promising to return in an hour. The lights 
which burned in the death-chamber shone 
through the Venetians as I passed ; and I 
would have looked within, but a feeling that 
told me it would be a sort of profanation, 
withheld me. As I sauntered round to thq 
side of the building which was the rempi:eat 
from the entrance, I came upon a little door 
which led to a bath-room attached to the 
bungalo, and which we had entirely over- 
looked. This bath-room opened into the 
corpse-chamber, and I now remembered that 
we ha^ neglected to look into it, or fasten 
the door. Afraid of alarming the mouj^ijii^ 
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bj the noise it might occasion, I refrained 
from examining the place until she had de- 
parted; and was moving awaj, when a 
sound of feet and the whispering of voices 
near me, on the other side of a thick and 
almost impassable hedge of aloes and cactus, 
which divided Montford's compound ♦ from a 
thicket of wild date trees, arrested mj atten- 
tian. I listened, and presently heard two 
voices, whilst I could understand that the 
owners of them were debating on the feasibi- 
lity of overcoming the fence. 

^* By Nanuk Sha I^' said one, whose excla- 
mation proved him to be a Seik, " if you 
lead me into any accursed Feringhy (Euro- 
pean) trouble, Til brain you with my chub- 
kur r 



* The space enelosizig a maoaioii. 

I vdiu ra. I 
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*^ Now I was aware that the chukknr was 
a lort of qaoit, sharpened to the keenness of 
a razor, and employed as a missile in the 
wariare of the Seiks. To throw this disc, or 
quoit, with ease, precision, and success^ is an 
accomplishment which thej study and prac* 
tice. 

** Idiot ?' answered the other, " they have 
abandoned their dead to the care of four 
walls and four lamps. If you now retract, 
the curse of Kali will blench your flesh with 
leprosy till you become as white as the 
moorda (corpse) of the Sahib. The holy 
unguent must be ready by the new moon, 
and within our reach is the only ingredient 
that is now wanting to make it fit for the 
purposes of the pagoda. My knife is keen, 
and you. have but to remain silent whilst I 
repeat the muntrum (incantation), and to 
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iiold the body while I cut the keart 60m 
its side.'' 
*' And the entrance T 
'' Is throngh a bath-room, which muflt be 
close to us. Wrap the leather well about 
your 1^ and fiughs, and mind not a few 
thorns.*' 

'' But/' rejoined the first dpeaker, '' the 
proverb says — ' Jvhan Jchar wuhan mar :[ 
— Where there's a brake, there may be a 
snake !" 

" Bay-wukoof r (fool) '* whilst yott utter 
such loads of filth, / pant for the Feringhy's 
flesh. Twice he has foiled me, living — ^he 
shall not foil me, dead. Dawa, Dawa /" 

And the last two muttered words betrayed 
the speaker. It waB the Suniassiet But 
ere they had managed to p^etrate one 
fourth of a high and thick barrier — spiky 
with frightful thonuh— I had planned and 
- I 3 
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acted on mj plana. I rushed to the door of 
the bungalo, gave a warning kncick, and 
entered. Azeeza was rising from h^ knees ; 
I interrupted her as she was about to remon- 
strate against mj quick return, and in a 
brief whisper explained the matter to her. 
With that mute masterdom over her feelings 
which only the strong-minded woman can 
command, she acted according to my wishes, 
without a word, I conducted her out, and 
in less space than it takes to tell it, I had 
placed six sepoyi^ behind the bungalo, ready 
at a moment to fall upon the intruders 
when my signal... a pistol fired off... should 
terrify them into flight from the death-cham- 
ber. 

All was silent rouni the couch of tbe 
dead, as I entered the large empty room, in 
which, with the exception of an old palan^ 
quin and a chair, there was not an article 
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id furniture. Behind the palanquia, whick 
stood opposite the bath-room, I contrived to 
crouch down ; and had barely done so, be«- 
fore, stealthily and softly, from the expected 
quar-ter,. crept the squalid figures of the 
Suniassie and his acoomplica The eyes of 
my forbidding acquaintance glared like a 
tiger-cat'i^ as, with. fiendish delight^ they 
rested upon the lonely ^corpse of my friend ; 
and giving a qui<^, sharp glance round the 
apartment, he muttered .: — 

" Udassie-jee, speak not ; but when I 
iiftve recited the muntrum, seize the hound^s 
body and hold it -firmly**' Drawing a large 
knife, two-edged and bright of polish, from 
his vest, be knelt down, sprinkled some ashes 
taken from his gourd upon the floor, and 
commenced a sort of low chaunt, in a dia- 
lect to which I was a stianger. 

JSfarrowly I watched bis movements, in 
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readiness to discharge over his head the sig- 
nal pistol, wheD...as he motioned his com« 
rade to advance towards the body, and arose 
)iimself knife in hand to commence the sac- 
rilegious deed...m7 arm, raised in act to 
fire, was suspended by a spectacle that for 
the moment made me doubt the evidence of 
mj senses. Slowly ... slowly... slowljr, as 
one miglitKio who arises unwillingly fi^m a 
bed of rest) the corpse b^an to raise itself 
on the couch,. ..and, while the Suniasse, 
awed' into motionlessness, stood before it^ 
slowly •..still slowly, but steadily, it attained 
a, sitting-posture... its eyes wide open, and 
staffing with glared eyeballs ! 

At that moment, overcome by wonder, 
perhaps by terror, I lost command of mys^ 
and discharged the pistol. There was a 
yell...a rush towards the bath-room.. .the 
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rdasfa of arms. ..the sounds of conflict and 
8eizure«..and in my ears a soft, sweet voice, 
a woman's, and I became insensible. That 
soft, sweet voice, no longer full of tears, 
was in my ears when I awoke to conscious- 
ness ; and when it said, in gentle^ happy 
accents, — " -4e, bhcteehuud mera ! — Oh, my 
brother-friend l—jeeta hie /..•ha is alive T 
the whde truth flashed upon me. The 
whole truth ^ Yes I €aivert :]^ntford lived 
...he was restored from a death-like syncope 
to the arms of Azeeza ; and for the nature 
of the punishment that awaited the Suni- 

» 

assies, Z refer the inquisitive reader to the 
Orderly books of the 1st. of April, 1821, 
at IT^agpore, in which he will find that they 
were provided for in a manner effectually to 
prevent them from assisting at any future 
human sacrifice, or from procuring unlawfril 
ingredients for the composition of unguents 
dedicated to the Goddess Kali I 
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CHAPTER V. 



A BRIDB IN THE JUKQLIS. 



Pretty May Douglas ! How well do I re- 
member the first time I saw her, when 
newly landed at Madras, in 1819, she came 
to make an exquisite addition to our tl^n 
somewhat scantily supplied matrimonial 
mart ! Since then, the bridal bazaar has 
been overstocked with spinsters. The recent 
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retrenchments in civil stipends, as well as 
in such monetary matters as served to render 
military life more endurable in its exile, far 
from diminishing the number of enterprising 
fair ones who seek in the sunny and hospi- 
table East that position which they may 
have vainly struggled for in the more fasti- 
dious West, seem to have inspired them with 
a desire to prove that motives of interest 
have had little to do with their exodus from 
their native soil. But at the period of 
which I write, not only had the recent Pin- 
daree war caused a lack of officers, but the 
Presidency was singularly bare of those 
sweet flowers of home produce, whom, in 
defiance of all reasoning which the pyrrhon- 
ism of the unkind and the unmanly may 
produce upon the subject, I do not hesitate 
to denominate the best supports, and surest 
purifiers of English society in the colonies. 
I 5 
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At the first ball which was giren at the 
GoYemment House after the arrival of the 
eight hundred ton ship, Eeolanthe, the 
whole fashionable world of Fort St. George; 
St. Thome, and the Mount, had assembled 
to see tiie new arrivals ; amongst whom were 
one dozen of spinsters — ^from the boarding- 
school miss rising seventeen to the mature 
woman of seven and twenty — and twice as 
many cadets. Not one of that goodly twelve 
stood any chance against pretty May Doug- 
las, though some of them were, in sooth, 
fair to look upon, and not one of them but 
showed some good point : yet, strange to 
say, when a year and a day had passed, 
pretty May Douglas, was the only one oi 
the twelve who remained unmarried. In- 
deed, our fair heroine could scarcely be 
classed amongst the worshippers of wedlock 
who had visited the Orient for ^* an esta^ 
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biisiuoent f for she was born there« her 
£»ther being a highly respected clergyman 
at Madras^ where he had now lived twenty 
years. 

At an early age she had been sent io 
England, idiither, some years afterwards^ 
induced by ill health, hec mother followed 
her, under whose judioious care she was 
reared, as few young ladies have the felicity 
to be reared ...not only for show, but use; 
that use whidi qualifies a woman to be the 
assistant, the companion, the cheerer of 
man, as well as his idol to worship or his 
pet to be proud of. Oh I false is the reason^ 
ing and naJnrow the judgment that would 
limit the capabilities of a sex, whose physi* 
cal delicacy argues no intellectual deficiency . 
Man is a creature of stronger thewes and 
sinews, but education makes of woman all 
tikat it makes of man ; or may mar. her,... 
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as it too often does,. ..until to man's foibles 
are added the artifices imposed by restraint, 
and pseudosanctified by the false religion of 
custom. 

May was eighteen when the first arrow of 
grief reached her hearty sent by the death 
of her mother. But the tears of youth, 
though sincere, are transitory ; and the 
necessity which, in the want of near relations, 
compelled her to return to her longing father's 
arms, led her buoyant and cheerful thoughts 
into a new channel, which carried away, on 
the mounting waters of Hope, the first tears 
of a genuine sorrow. 

Pretty May Douglas ! When first I saw 
her, as, leaning on the arm of her venerable 
father, she entered the gorgeous saloon of 
Government House, dressed in a simple robe 
of white muslin unrelieved by any other 
ornament than a single rose in her bOsonx. 
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and a black lace scarf,...she jet drew all 
eyes from the other novelties, who in gayer 
and gaudier atlire paraded before the wife* 
wanting lioM of Madras. Her beauty, 
though striking, was yet less so than it was 
insinuating ; if indeed such an expression 
can be used where every feature and look 
beamed with truth and sincerity. She was 
very fair ; a skin of dazzling white seemed 
yet whiter for the sable scarf that touched 
her shoulders ; while her abundant hair... 
soft and silken... fell in golden masses around 
her. Her eyes were of that dark grey which, 
at times, assumes an almost violet hue, 
whilst her finely pencilled eyebrows were 
darker than her hair ; a well-shaped nose, 
and a mouth, which might have been called 
a thought to large but for its symmetry, its 
red-lipped, white-toothed beauty, and its 
dimpled smiles, completed the picture. Her 
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fofm was slight, but dtegant... showing no: 
eyidenoe of fragility : all was health, lif^ 
hope. 

For the following six months Miss Dou^as 
was the unrivalled belle of the Presidency, 
and had juwabed — An^lice, answered, — u e. 
rejected, Hymen and herself alone know 
how many suitors I Civilians, rolling in 
lucre and rotting in liver ; generals, yellow 
as the turmeric with which their diurnal 
muUagataway soup was flavoured ; nabobs 
from the opulent merchant whose skin had 
become parchment^ and whose legs had 
dwindled to drumstick proportions, down 
to the ambitious cornet of cavalry, or hum- 
ble ensign of foot ; who, forgetful of all 
but love and beauty, dared to announce his 
ardent passion for one who looked too gentle 
to frown, had received in turn the s^me 
courteous but positive denial It was Mnted 
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that even the commaQder-in-chief s aide-de- 
<»mp— a sprig of nobility with Tery red 
hair and very white hands — ^had shared the 
same negative ; and though her worthy 
parent might have gloried, with a pardona^ 
ble pride, to see a coronet on his child's 
handkerchiefs, he prized his treasure too 
fondly to urge her acceptance of even a 
titled hand, seeing that it was unwelcome. 

A year, and she who had been so long 
the " observed of all observers,'' after enact- 
ing the bridesmaid to her eleven shipmates, 
remained still •. .as far as the Madrassees 
could see. ..unfettered and heart-free. But 
a change came, as changes will come. Mr. 
DougWs health began to give way; and 
with a prescience of that event which would 
l^ve his daughter without a protector, he 
candidly revealed his apprehensions and the 
wish he cherished to bestow her on some 
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worthy object before he left her alone in the 
world. With tears and blushes... roses 
amidst dew. ..but with the frank ingenuous- 
ness of her innocent nature^ she then con- 
fessed that her heart had long been given to 
Eric Roslyn,..." though, in truth, she had 
scarcely missed it until others had sought to 
claim if 

" And does he appreciate my child T 

asked her father, kissing her. 

** Oh, dear papa, he loves me only too 
well ; for years he has loved me, but I 
always laughed at him ; for indeed I knew 
not that I cared for him as I do, until these 
stupid fellows here pestered me with their 
nonsense." 

" Well, dearest,'* said her father, with a 
happy smile, " Eric Roslyn is my sister's 
son, and if he is worthy of you, all is well 
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May it please Heaven to prolong my life 
until I resign you to his arms T 

'' What^ papa^ shall we return to Europe T 
asked May. 

'' No, my child. Eric's regiment is or- 
dered to India. I received this letter from 
him to-day. Read it." 

And May obeyed him ; but as she read 
that letter, oh! how deeply gushed the 
red rose-tints over brows and bosom ! and 
how sweet were the tears with which she 
returned it to her father, as she hid her 
bright young face in his encircling arms I 



When next I saw May Douglas, it was 
two hundred miles from Madras, at Banga- 
pore ; whither her father had been recom* 
mended to proceed for change of air ; and 
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where indeed his health improTtd so rapidly, 
that little seemed waiting to cooiplete his 
dauf bier's happiness ; fw nrare beautiful 
than ever she looked, and with a new sukl 
d^ightfiil expressioa in her sweet eyes, as 
they were upturned to the fine black ones 
which seemed to read in herSy thoughts whkh 
they only could compcehend. I found upon 
enquiry that the tall, manly young officer 
on whose ana she leaned, as they stood 
listening to a fine military band which waa 
playing on the er^ng parade, wad her 
cousin and affianced husband, Giiptain Roslyn, 
who had arrived but a few days before, and 
to whom she was to be united in another 
week ; after which she was to accompany 
him to Bellary, where \ci^ r^ment was sta- 
tio^ed. 

I know not whether the fact is so gener 
rally understood a3 to render the repetition 
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of it superftaous^ but it may be as vrell to 
mention that, in those dajs^ marriages in 
India w^re the simplest and least obtmsive 
afOEursin human life;-^a% methinks, thej 
always should be. The solemnity insepar- 
able from a rite which is so influential to the 
wel&re, temporal and eternal, of two sen- 
tient beings^ seems doubly sanctified by sim* 
jii(Aiy and sedusion. Now^ in our Eastam 
colonies, no sooner does the ceremony take 
place than the married couple set off — 
generally attended only by domestics — ^&r 
some remote village, some picturesque scene 
away from the station, cantonment or garri- 
son^ where a week is passed in complete re- 
tirement. In certain cases, where circum- 
stances do not admit of exuberant ezpendir 
ture, they simply retire to their own man- 
sicm, where they are *' not at home'^ until 
the following Sunday, when their appearance 
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at church, or in public, (as the case may be) 
is the signal for acquaintances and friends 
to commence a series of congratulating visits 
-—which, trulj, must be one of the most 
certain means of embittering the ** lune de 
miel. 

It appears that Captain Rosljn had deter- 
mined on starting en route to join his regi- 
ment on the evening of the bridal : and, as 
Mr. Douglas still required the cooler climate 
of Bangalore, he parted from his daughter 
neither sadly nor hopelessly ; for his medical 
attendants were sanguine that his case was 
no longer a dangerous one, In his son-in-law 
he had found the very person best calculated 
to ensure the felicity of his child ; and, as 
he handed her into her handsome palanquin, 
and saw them both carried away by their 
separate sets of bhoys (bearers), he thanked 
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Heaven for ha^dng bestowed so worthy a 
husband upon her, 

Captain Roslyn had forwarded tents and a 
riding-horse to Balconda» twenty miles firom 
Bangalore ; where, with a relay of bearers, 
he counted on arriving the following mor* 
ning ; and where, as it was a pretty and se- 
duded hamlet in a pastoral country, the 
young couple resolved to spend a day or 
two. 

Now, it so happened that on the very 
morning of the marriage — though indeed the 
projected movements of the happy pair were 
quite unknown to us — four officers, of whom 
I made one, had obtained leave ol absence 
for a few days to go on a shooting excursion; 
and we were pleasantly encamped at Jugdal 
a small village out of the direct route to 
Bellary, surrounded with plains and junglea 
that absolutely teemed with game. On the 
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etrlj morning of the day after oar arriral, 
while we were planning the amnsements of 
the day, a partj of yiUagers, in evident ex- 
citement and led by the Thanadary or Head 
of the Native Police of the village, approach- 
ed us. 

" Sahib/' 6aid the ihanadar, ^' a band oi 
looUies (marauders) from the hills attacked 
an Ingrezi surdar and his heebee (English 
officer and his lady), not far from Balconda : 
two of them have been killed by the gentle- 
man, but he is dangerously wounded, and his 
wife has been carried off. We are hastening 
to enquire into it, and an express has been 
sent to y where there is a detach- 
ment of sepoys/' 

*' And the lady T 

'' The lady, sahib, has been— -^as I said car- 
reid off — ^AUa can only tell whither 1 ^N^o sooner 
bad the gentleman fallen than the lootties 
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plundered tiie pdlaiiquiQ of its contents^ and 
Bttde off. The bearms, who had concealed 
themselves in the jutigle, then returned, but 
could see nothing of the lad j's palanquin, 
and therefore carried the sahib on to Bal-* 
conda. 

''It must be Sosljn/' cried Graham. 
''Saddle, my lads, and spare not whip or 
spur." 

" Neither let us foiget our Mantons,^ said 
Touatt. 

Now Balconda was only four miles across 
country and ere five minutes were over we 
were dashing through bush and brake, over 
flood and fell--our only path being those 

narrow foot-tracks, denominated somewhat 
characteristically by the natives of Hindoo- 
stan, Chowr-rusta — i, e. Thieves^ pctlhs. 
Presently however, we were forced to slacken 
our pace, for the jungle thickened ; and, 



.1 
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coming to a slough, we were obliged to make 
a detour to avoid it — ^Youatt and I taking 
the right hand side, whilst Slade and Gra* 
ham took the left We had rounded the 
quagmire and were entering a woodj pass, 
when the groans of a human being strudL 
upon our ears ; and the next moment we 
beheld to our great astonishment a hand- 
some palanquin, fullj equipped for a jour- 
ney, with the usual allowance of baskets, 
guglets, &c., whilst beside it lay a bearer, 
covered with blood, and groanisg in great 
pain. We were soon pn our feet, and firing 
off a fowling-piece in order to rally our friends, 
we tried to render some assistance to the 
wounded wretch, who was evidently dying. 
As we stooped over him, his eyes, already 
glazed, fell upon us; and the words — 
" Bagh ! hagh T — a tiger — were feebly pro- 
nounced. T^Q was indeed torn in a pitiable 
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mimer by the daws of a leopard, or pan* 
tber ; for we knew that tigers hxtt rarel j 
wandered in this directaon. His throat was 
laid open, his chest fearfollj rcnt» and alto^ 
gether he presented an object from which the 
g^uE^tumei away with horror. Wemaist- 
e&ed his mouth with water, for he appeared 
desirous to speak. 

*^ Sahih," said he, '^ nwrta hotufk Bagh 
heebeeko le-gya. — ^I am dying, sir : a tiger 
has carried away the lady/' We sbud^ 
dered. 

"Where are the other bearers T I 
asked. 

" Svh hhag gya. All have nm away." 

la five minutes we looked upon a corse ; 
and then we bethought oursdives of eza« 
mining the palanquin. There were evident 
tiaces of its having contained a lady 
of some rank and elegant habits : the pale 

VOL III. K 
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blue silk cmtaiiiB and linings — the downy 
cushions, silken fringed — the crimson mo- 
rocco bedding — the small handsome reading 
lamp, swung at the foot oyer the neatly- 
panelled drawers — and a 'kerchief of the 
finest cambric on the pillow — ^all denoted a 
European woman; while outside the pa- 
lanquin had fallen a volume. I opened it : 
it was a copj of Flavel's sweety quaint 
" Saint Indeed r and on the flj-leaf were 
the words — 

" May Douglas, 
" From her loving Father, 
" On her Birthday, 

"29th. March, 1819.'' 

We lost not a moment in arranging our 
plans : Youatt and Graham would ride on 
to Balconda, to lender what assistance 
they could to Roslyn ; Slade should hurry 
back to Jugdal to order our tents on to Bal- 
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conda; while GooUies (porters) should be 
sent to convey the palanquin thither. We 
knew that within a few miles of where we 
BOW stood, a town, once of considerable im- 
portance, but now dwindled down into ruins 
and huts, existed ; and as» on a former 
occasion, I had visited this place — Khanpore 
—I was deputed to procure what aid I 
could from the officials belonging to the 
GoUectorate there stationed, to assist me in 
searching the jungles for the missing bride. 
We were now in the heart of a wilderness, 
which could be scarcely called a wood since 
the jungle was straggling and composed of 
shrubs rather than trees. The road from 
Bdilary to Balconda lay not a hundred yards 
in front of us ; and as matters turned out, 
we were right in conjecturing, that when 
Roslyn's palanquin was attacked by the 
plunderers, the bearers of that which carried 
K 3 
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bis wife had endeayoured to persarve her fajr 
retreating into the thickets^ where a still 
more redoubtable foe awaited them in lh« 
Gheeta, or tiger, Ob the oarrow tract whioh 
branched off towards Khanporei, I ioUowed 
tiie evident traces, of the beast of prej nbtik 
thej disappeared down a steep ravinev at the 
bottom of which brattled a noisy brook. 

It was eyident that the animal had not 
retired without a victim — Uood, the trail d 
a heavy substance, shreds of linen, and— 
last of all — the finger of a human being, kqr 
on the path, as» cantioudy advancing with 
fowKng-piece axKi pistols loaded, 1 8l»)uted 
out a good-bye to my friends. 

Was it an inhuman thing of me to pet-* 
c^e, with a strange feeling ef relief and 
even joy, that the finger was that of a na^ 
tive 1 Hope sprang up within me. Might 
not Mfs^ Sodyn have escaped, and £ound 



ker way to EkaYipore 1 or in the long stretch 
fif intrkate jungle, might she not hare goM 
astray; and perished ^ I had no fears of 
any peril i^achiug her through the hottm : 
satuified with their booty, they would in all 
probability avoid h«r» i£ they encoantered 
her. 

However, instead dP recounting what 
beM mjself, I shall first tell my readers 
that Orahaai and Tbuatt found Captain 
Bx^lyn at Balconda — severely wounded^- 
indeed, from a -i^hot which had perforated 
his wrist, tendering the use of right arm 
and hand impassible ; but there was no 
other danger than that which might be 
ecoasioued by the extreme horror and despair 
•-Hsansing an exultation of the brain bor« 
dering on delirnim — ^whieh sei2:ed hi3 facul^ 
ties^ on finding, when the conflict, wa8^ 
over, in which he had shot on« of his 
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opponents dead, while a blow irom his sabre 
had wounded another beyond all chance of 
recoyerj — that his bride had disappeared 
from the scene. Notwithstanding the 
extreme pain from his wrist, he had insisted 
on mounting his horse in order to go in 
search of her ; but sickness came on, and 
he was forced to submit to the cares of his 
servants, who put him to bed, where, 
indeed, my companions found him — ^bis 
senses rapidlj becoming clouded under tha 
anxieties of a tortured mind. 

His servants were attentive ; and the 
plunderers, satisfied with a bag of rupees 
which they found in the palanquin, and a 
very handsome gold watch, had left untouched 
—or undiscovered — a writing-desk contain- 
ing many valuables. A medical man might 
be expected from from Bellary before nighty 
whither a despatch had been sent; and, 
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whilst Graham reoiained with the suffering 
bridegroom, Touatt, attended by some armed 
peons^ set off on a search that proved 
futile. 

Meanwhile I had almost reached Khan- 
pore without interruption of any sort^ when 
9S I came within sight of an ancient kulh 
beristarif or Mussulman burjing-ground, 
which told striking tales in its grey 
mementos of Death, of the abundant Life 
that once had populated a now ruinous and 
little frequented town, I beheld, sparkling 
among the long grass that skirted the road, 
a woman's bracelet of the richest Indian 
gold^ It seemed to me to be a bright due 
to lead me where the Ariadne of my search 
was concealed. Dismounting, and picking 
up the jewel, I deposited it in my bosom, 
and soon reached Khanpore, where, alasl 
nothing had been heard of the accidents of 
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the part niglit. I passed aome time in ri- 
ding about the old diamaiitled place, and in 
exploring the jungle near it, but in vain ; 
and at length, when the heat was no longer 
endurable, and both myself and mj steed 
were completely knocked up, I betook me 
to the chckee^ or police station, where Z 
soon managed to procure grass for my horse ; 
sdacing myself with a mat, a few chxp* 
paUe8 (unleavened cakes) and a draught of 
buttermilk. 

When at last^ with erening, came coolness, 
I was again on my way to Balconda, little 
satisfied with my day^s work. I had 
attained the spot where I had picked up the 
bracelet, and was pointing it out to the 
Peon whom the Thanadar of Ehanpore 
had insisted on sending with me, when up 
from the bashes started so suddenly a strange. 
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tild figure, tkat scatty knowing what I 
was about, I levelled a pistol at it. 

" Ahista, Maharaj, — mut maro /'* cried 
a sweet voice, — '^Softly, my lord, do not 
fire T'-^'-and half ashamed of m j own vivE'^ 
city, I examined the object before us. 

In the picturesque and many*coloured 
garb of her race, — her arms covered With 
bangles of silver, — ^anklets dT the same 
metal tinkling their tiny beils^-^a triple 
necklace of shells round her neck,-^her eyes, 
dark as nighty flashing with eneiigy, — het 
soft, silken^ jetty hair braided, — a Brinjarie 
girl, not older than seventeen, stood beside us. 
The Brinjaries are the Bohemians, the gipsies 
ef India : probably they are the primary 
stock from which all the wandering tribea 
that exist of the same name, have spfung 
The Gitana, the Zingara, the Brinjaiie of 
our sketch, was a beatttifql creature — lij 
K 5 
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and graceful as a gazelle ; and as I gazed on 
her, I forgot that I was not contemplating a 
picture. 

'' What is all this r demanded the Peon, 
gruffly. Bat we shall Anglicise as well as 
we can the answer of our beautiful appari- 
tion ; which, delivered in the richest rekhta 
of Hindoostan, sounded to me the sweetest 
music I had ever heard. 

" Sahib/' she said, with a salaam which 
Taglioni might have ' studied with profit in 
La Bayadere, " mj mother and myself wer0 
in the jungles this morning before the quail 
twittered or the wild cock crew. As we 
were gathering the porcupine quills dropped 
overnight on the brinks of the brook, and 
dug for the medicinal roots which we sell to 
the Punsari (druggist), we came upon what 
we believed to be some Peri who had rashlj 
permitted the drops of the morning dew to 
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&1I apoQ her, until she had fiduted beneath 
their weight ! It was a Weldyeti (European 
lady). We succeeded in recovering her £rom 
a deep swoon, but ufsos ! alas I her words 
were unknown to us, and her gestures were 
the gestures of the deewdni (maniac). Her 
grief was terrible to witness, but at length 
we conveyed her to our hut, where by the 
aid of one of those sleep- compelling potions 
which my mother is skilled in composing, 
she now lies fast asleep. I have been to the 
Thanadar, who directed a messenger to sum- 
mon you back : lo I where he comes ; he is 
fat and foolish, and moreover, sahib, the 
gup-chup — (gossip) — is, that his wife, in a 
jealous fit the other eve, because she saw 
him speak to me, gave him a blow with the 
ddee (ladle) on the shin, which has lamed 
him ; so that I have found my way through 
field and furrow, whilst he has been count* 
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ifig the steps of indolence on the straight- 
Ibrward pftth. Follow me l" 

In a tent-like fihed-^HKarcelj larger than 
an immense beehive — thatched with palm* 
leaves^ and constructed of bamboo, heavilj 
sleeping, but pale, worn, haggard, — her 
dress soiled and torn, her fine hair dis- 
hevelled, laj on a mat pretty May Douglas t 
An old woman, wild-looking, and repulsive 
but for the genuine kindness which shone 
from her maternal eyes, as she sat by the 
poor lady, fanning her with a vmery^ or 
hand-punka of ^tcaituj-grass, which having 
been dipped in water, emitted at every waf- 
ture. a delicious odour,— beckoned us to be 
silent, as we entered. I instantly des- 
patched a peon to Balconda for the palan- 
quin ; and sooner than might have been an- 
ticipated, Mrf^ fioslyn — si^ill unconscious 
from the potency of a heavy opiate, and ig- 
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Borant of her own bliss — ^wae convejed to 
the very arms of her husband, almost re* 
cov^ed by the sight of his restored trea- 
snre I 

By her mother^s directions, H^va, the 
Brinjarie girl, ran by the side of the palan* 
cpiin, bearing with her certain herbs, from 
which to prepare a beverage which would, 
she affirmed, speedily disperse the fumes of 
tJie narcotic which had been so judiciously 
given to the lady. And it was even as she 
said; nor shall I dwell upon the rapture 
with which the newly*wedded pair, so lately 
united, so fearfully separated, so providenti- 
ally restored to each other, recognized the 
preserving mercy of an Omnipotent will t 

A return to Bangalore was necessary for 
the perfect restoration of Captain Boslyn ; 
and it was on an evening not long after, 
whw myself and my companions were £&t* 



206 BOUQH REC0LLKGTI0V8, 

ing in Mr, Douglas's veranda beside the 
BosljnSy that Mrs. Boslyn thus spoke : — 

" It is impossible for me ever to forget 
the dreadful, dreamlike reality — ^if I may so 
term it— of that incident. I had fallen 
asleep ; and awoke under the impression 
that I was still dreaming ; for I heard the 
discharge of fire-arms, the clash of swords, 
and loud yells and cries ; whilst the palan- 
quin was violently jostled, and hurried 
along at a rapid but uneasy and unequal 
paee. At length, aroused to the conscious- 
ness that it was no nightmare which op-> 
pressed me, I drew aside the palanquin door 
— we were amongst rocks and trees, — the 
branches of the latter brushing the litter as 
we passed. But in another moment, before 
I could ask what was the matter, there was 
a fierce growl, — a piercing shriek — and dart- 
ing from the woods, an animal, whose fiery 
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eyes shone amidst the pervading gloom, was 
upon us : — ^the palanquin was dashed down 
«• J know not what ensued ; I have a faint 
recollection of seeing a white-robed shape 
dragged, away bj what I concluded to be a 
tiger... of rushing out of the palanquin, and 
stumbling over a wounded and moaning man 
^..of springing into the woods in an opposite 
direction from that pursued by the tiger, .. 
and then I became senseless. 

"When I recovered, the faint dawn of 
earliest morning began to gild the bushes 
among which I lay. The ground was wet 
with dense dew... the brakes, covered with 
elegant parisites, gave out a refreshing fra- 
grance. • .and, even in the almost frenzy of 
my terror, inspired me with an indefinable 
sensation of joy at the coming light of day ; 
which brought to my eyes birds and leaves, 
to my nostrils perfume, and to my spirit 
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hope I I prayed ferrenUy — and liain^ 
windered about^ in vain endeavours to en-^ 

m 

tricate myself from the jangle : I know not 
bow Icmg I wandered thus ; my arms and 
banda-— lo<^ at them ; when will they be 
fit to be seenl" — and her father andhns^ 
band, between whom she sat kissed tenderiy. 
each the hand that was next to him ! ..^ At 
last I came upon a little track ; and, wish* 
ing to follow it, was dragging my weaiy^ 
limbs and wounded feet along, when lo! 
right in front of me stood a strange ill-&^ 
voured animal, unknown to me — ^and, as it 
cowered, and opened wide its jaws, grinning 
and absolutely uttering a sort of fiendish 
laugh, I then felt that reason was departing 
from me ; and madly I clapped my hands, 
and shrieked, and hooted, and — the creature 
fled t— What was it, Eric ?" 
. '' A hyena — ^the dummelgundyy as the na^ 



iires call it/' fidd I,---^^ a cowardlj animal 
at best'* 

^I liad not gone &r, as I think, ere, ai I 
crept throngli some bushes, I staggered and 
Ml across samething which felt cold and 
ani daminy — oh ! I dare not think of it I i 
started up to look at what the vety touch of 
had itt.de me recotl with horror. An enor^ 
mous r^tile lay ceiled round a substanea 
the nature of whidi I could not dktinguidb^ 
but I suspected it to be the half deyoured 
remains of a kid, or antelope. I saw that I 
had actually fallen across the swollen and 
livid coils of a huge Rock-snake, or boa-con- 
strictor — ^which — gorged to surfeited stupe- 
faction, scarcely stirred whilst for a moment 
I lay across it. I tottered away — faint 
unto death... and then sensibility utterly de- 
serted me, and my senses .with it; for I 
knew nothing more then that there were 
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kind and soothing accents in mine ears — 
gentle and feminine hands about me ; — ^and 
then there came a long sleep.. .a long dream 
— and I awoke with you, dearest Eric !'' 

The good and warmhearted Brinjaries 
still continue to enjoy the benefits of the re- 
wards that were ensured to them by the 
grateful Roslyns and their father. As for 
pretty May Douglas and her excellent Eric, 
they rank amongst my best and happiest 
friends. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



AS APRIL FOOL IK THE JUKOLES. 



WfiiK the hill-fort of Nundjdroog, in the 
Mysore Rajah's dominions, was a military 
station — ^which it has ceased to be for many 
years — ^its sole attraction consisted in the 
fund of amusements which its mountains, 
woods, and plains afforded to the eager 
sportsman. There was a constant plentitude 
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of game — ^firom the tusky wild-hog, larding 
itself with saccharine £Eit from its banquet 
of sugar-canes^ to the timid Asiatic hare, so 
much more diminutive and less juicy than 
its European namesake. The hills abounded 
in partridges, black and brown... the former 
so peculiar from their screaming attributes. 
The leopard and panther occasionally' drew 
hunting parties to attack them in the ra- 
vines. The plains — those long dreary sa- 
vannahs, covered with thick and bristly 
speargrass, through which the sportsman has 
literally to wade^ with stockings off or booted 
to the knee to prevent tha unbearable irti- 
tation occasioned by its prickly awns which 
stick in sock and stocking, excoriating the 
akin— the plains were rife in fozos f<»r a 
dmse ; or, for the pedestrian, Imres, bustsurd^ 
and florikin, lurking amidst grey stones, or 



BBMD uoouicnoro. 319 

among the bc^sl of chaanj gravel pito» wbiie 
fUKils iquaog up at oTerj footfall 

Amidst the short narrow vallejs that di^ 
purted the hills^ might now and then be aeen 
& stretch of Jheel, or marsh ; in which, at 
poper seasons, Ihesre was no difficulty in 
coming upon wild-dock, teal and widgeM ; 
white the pcuidi groundi!^ or rice-fields, at 
that period, when from the process of irnga-* 
tion the planto were covered with water up 
to the embrjo ear, aheunded ia delicioua 
snipes. In the adjoining jun^es the pea- 
cedL and the porcupine shared the rich soli* 
tude with less innoceo^t denizens. We bad 
coartainly no forests of teak, to harbour ete** 
phantine prej. Rumours of tigers were xm, 
fleobting about but at remote intervals ; nor 
were there bison, elk, or neelghai, in our 
woods ; but we had all the game I have 
named at our disposal, with this one draw* 
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back — a brooding malaria^ that soon after^ 
wards led to the evacuation of the place as a 
military post 

Nundjdroog is, as I have said, a strong 
hill-fort in the Madras Presidencj. Si- 
tuated on the very summit of a mountain, 
which has been accounted 1 700 feet high 
and inaccessible through three-fomths of its 
circumference, it ranked as one of the prin- 
cipal strong holds of the Marhattas, from 
whom it was captured by Hyder Ali, after, 
a tedious blockade of no less than three 
years : an equal number of weeks sufficed to 
place it in the hands of the British, in 1791, 
when it was taken by storm after an 
obstinate defence, In the year 18 — , ours 
was the only battalion cantoned there ; and 
the occurrences I am about to relate took 
place in that season when Madras is at its 
hottest, and winds — finding no dews nor 
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showers to cool them — waft airs around that 
seem like exhalations from a heated OYeiu 
It was about the end of March that I be- 
came the prime mover of a jest, played off 
upon a young griffin who had recently 
joined us : a jest that that led to my 
subsequent performance of the undignified 
part that confers a title on this Chapter 
— *' The April Fool in the jungles r 

The juvenile ensign, by name Hills, was a 
fine, frank youth ; abundantly green^ to be 
sure ; and consequently — ^as all griffins are — 
he was constantly subjected to the thousand- 
and-one contrivances by which his messmates, 
initiated by similar processes into the 
mysteries of '• life in the colonies/' strove 
to puzzle, perplex, or dupe him. Idleness 
is the original toad which hatches the 
cockatrice egg that produces mischief ; and 
though with us all was fun and gaiete de 
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eeevr — nalice being & thing that mixed not 
with our frolice— the joke in question was 
very nearly proving a black and fatal one 
ID its effects to me. The tricks^ that are 
nUse en action to enlighten the new arrival 
through the medium of a deceiving lens, 
are seldom followed by such results. 

'* Hills says he wants to purchase a smart 
young tattoo (pony)/' said I, one day when 
our new friend was absent : — " suppose we 
borrow Subidar* Ghinnoo's old white hack, 
make U up into a young bay, and pretend 
t^ sell it to him r 

Upon this hint, we acted in concert 
The Subidar, one of our most esteemed 
Native officers^ was a jolly old feUow^ and 
entered heartily into the spree — lending his 



* A. NatlYe- officer. 
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faijbhful 9teed of many yeats for the plot ; 
and putting ^$ in the way of the suggested 
making up, with an inventive facility which 
conduced to corroborate certain reports that 
\yere afloat r^rding the worthy GhiniiQo^s 
eitpertness in such acts in his youth, when 
he was a horse-*dealer. It may be as well to 
state, that among the Jack Sheppards of 
tiie East, he who steals a steed is the most 
hoiioured. He who steals a steed deserves 
eulogy ; but he who sells that saiAe steed 
to its plundered proprietor, as another horse 
\Fith a new colour, is exalted to the very 
bluest altitude of fame. The Seiks, who 
are the most dexterous horse-thieves of all 
Asiatic tribes, frequently resort to what is 
tArm^ ^* ghor^ko rimg denekee loamy" os 
hotse-stainipg art. Now, as the beast upon 
which we had to exercise pur dyeing capab^- 
tities was a white one, it so happened Jihat 
VOL. m. L 
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after a rigorous and carefiillj acieiitific apf^- 
cation of cow-dung, turmeri<^ and other 
staining matter, procured bj Ghinnoo, the 
venerable white tattoo carracoled before the 
mess-house, on a certain day in March, 
nothing more or less than a golden bay ! 

Poor Hills, whose ignorance as a connois^ 
sieur of cavalry equalled my own, was 
easily induced to purchase the tattoo ; and 
for the following three days might be se^i 
vainly endeavouring to sumjhao — ^wheedle-— 
the tortoise-paced animal to break into a 
trot, on the drill-ground : on the fourth day, 
for reasons which shall appear, we managed 
to keep the ensign engaged, so that he had 
no opportunity of seeing his steed ; and on 
the morning of the fifth — as we adjourned 
after a long course of kawaeed...ini}iiATj 
exercise ...to the mess-house, where we had 
ordered breakfast to be prepared, we con-^ 
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sidered that eyerything was rife for the 
dinauement. 

^ A slice of that omelette before jou, 
Hills,^' said I. '^ Shall I give you in exchange 
some of this tamarind*fish V* 

" Thank you,'* answered Hills^ " it is too 
sour for me. Ill take some of the devilFd 
turkey. Do you eat chutnee with omelette T 
(Now, in these modem days, it may be 
unnecessary to explain the nature of that 
hot spicy condiment called chutneej. 

" No ; but you may mix a little of it 

with your tiar !" (coagulated milk — called 

Bhjf in Hindustani, Tiar being a Malabar 

word ; it is of a pleasant sub-acid taste, and 

eaten with jam or pounded sugar candy. To 

eat it with chutnee would be a first-rate 

abomination). '^ By the bye, Hills, that 

tattoo of yours proves a failure, I fear.'* 

" A slow coach, decidedly,'* said Hills 
L 3 
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dmkiog his hand ; ^ I can't get him ww to 

trot.'' 

'' I can't lielp thinking he would suit a 
i<viidy (gig) : suppose 70U were to buj 
Suibidar Ghiunoo's ponj — which he widbes 
to sell*— and drive tandem. They would 
make a capital pair/' 

'' They are so like each othar/' chimed in 
the Ciolonel. 

**Like, sir?" cried Ilills ; " why the 
Subidar's is white t" 

'' Well, and what do you call yours— 
uot black ?" put in Giowe. 

'' I call it a very bright beauti£il hay," 
was the reply. 

"Whatr "What?" "What?" coed 
H^eraUy every one of us, dropping our forks 
And spoons, and lifting our eyes in fcagned 
surprise, " Are you mad. Hills ? Why 
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your tattoo is as white as -**afl Kutdeben's 
whiskers.*' 

Everybody laughed b^t Euttleben. 

'' What nonsense T exclaimed Hills, get- 
ting annoyed ; *' do you mean to say that 
the pony I bought before you all, is not a 
bay pony V 

'^ To be sure we do ; no mor6 than it ii a 
bay tree ! The creature is a white one, and 
no mistake.^ 

'' I wish you would bet me a dozen of 
champagne about it/^ cried Hills. 

^ Done P shouted we ; '* the whole mess 
bets you a dtoen of champagne that your 
tattoo is white." 

<' Ha 1 ha ! ha T laughed Hills,-^'' as 
White as the Subid«r^s pony, or KuMeben'g 
whaskers.'' 

'' Of oomw I hfl| hfti ha r laughed every 
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body but Kutzleben, whose nose began to 
get red — a sure sign of his rising wrath. 
«* Done r and « Done r 
^ Butler,'' said HiUs, turning round to the 
hi Parsee who bore that honourable distinc- 
tion in our mesSi — ^^'jou know my new 
pony r 

" Han, sahib 1 — ^yes, sir.'' 
" What do you call its colour ?" 
** Sdhihha glurrra bahat miffida hie.^^ 
'' Say that in English, butler/' adjured 
Hills, seeing that we all laughed. 

'* Master's horse is too much whiter" res- 
ponded the Parsee, in his best British. 
Hills stared at us, ineffably puzzled. 
** It is an optical delusion," said Fasken 
the doctor ; '* it is a disease of the eyes, to 
which young men recently imported are sub^ 
ject My dear boy, let me examine them. 
A blister or two, or a simple issue behind 
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each ear, may be of use. It is Byeogreen^ 

" D — n i/our eyes !'* bellowed Hills, with 
unmiatakable ferocity : ** the bet has beea 
taken, and must stand. No shirking now ; 
let's go to the stable at once/' 

And to the stable we accordingly ad- 
journed ; where, in consequence of repeated 
and thorough ablutions, the tattoo stood, 
placidly before us — white as snow I 

It was the stolid look of amazement, al- 
most of fear, with which Hills cried out — 
** By Jupiter, it is white ! Well, thank 
Heaven, my eyes are all right again, so I 
don't mind losing the bet. They must have 
been in a dangerous way for me to take 
that beast for a bay I" — ^that stirred the em- 
bers of our smouldering mirth into an un- 
quenchable blaze of laughter ; in which, 
indeed. Hills heartily joined when matters 
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were explaiiied to him. The champi^Be 
was quaffed joyoufilj, at cost of the mem ; 
and as he drank my health, as promoter of 
the joke, I little guessed that he was quietij 
meditatbg a return in kind When it came, 
however, I felt that I merited the rerenge ; 
though it cost me a series of shivers^ suf- 
ficient to conyert the hottest courage into 
the ehillest ice. 

With the same fat^ilitj with which I had 
found aiders and tibetters of mj projects 
against him, did he find willing assistants to 
retaliate upon me ; nor had I a single 
suspicion of the plot that was in existence, 
when, one evening as we sat at mess ; a 
kooly (porter) brought in a chitt (note) ad- 
dressed to me, and conceived in the follow- 
ing terms : — 
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•'Dbab & 



''I am on ciyil dutj «t Moorgapett, withinf 
Ui^tfji^ot 7011,. aeDM|i^:ih9ji>hor» hills : be hereto* 
morrow eyening, and get leave to pass the nighty 
You shall have a pOlaw, some laul shrab; and a 
duv'paee.* Yoiir*s^ 

'* Ellbbsus*'* 



Now^ Ellerslie was the Collector of the 
District, and a veiy good fellow, celebrated 
for his hospitality, and famed for his pillaws, 
curries, and laul ^Aroi... which men of Eng- 
land call, claret. So, ?fithout an after- 
thought, I obtained leave to proceed, 04 the 
ensuing afternoon to Moorgapett, and in- 
q^uired for the bearer of the note, as I was 
anxious to enlist him as a guide. He had, 
however, disappeared ; but as I was quite 



^BedbteacL 
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Ignorant of the conntry, and merely knew 
that the Tillage I intended honouring with a 
visit lay amongst the hilly jungles towards 
Ghooty^ I ordered a guide to be in readi- 
ness, determining to take a long afternoon's 
diyersion with my gun, as I went along. 
Does not the reader already know that I was 
a resolute pedestrian, seldom mounting a 
horse 1 In truth, my equestrian exploits 
were of so unsatisfactory a nature, that a 
poetaster, who used to commit what he 
took for verse, in the columns of the Mad^ 
ras Courier^ once introduced me into a 
satirical piece... full of all the mischief of 
satire without its wit... in the following 
line : 

" His Pegasus, — the only steed hell eyer momit !** 

It was four o'clock when I set off on what 
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1 did not in the least expect to turn oat a 
wild-goose chase. The heat in March is in- 
tense : it was in fact the First day of April, 
though it did not then occur to me ; and a 
hot parching wind blew across the prairie as 
we proceeded. I shot a quail or two ; but 
we had slowljr gone over four or five miles 
of our road before anything took place to 
make me rejoice at having taken my gun, 
when entering a narrow path that led 
through a stretch of jungle, we flushed a 
peacock. Determined upon following up the 
bird, I plunged into the copse, where I 
spent nearly an hour in a vain attempt to 
find it ; and oppressed with heat, I was re- 
freshing my parched month with the pleasant 
acid berries of the Kuronda (Garrissa 
earandas}, when a cry from the native who 
acted as my guide startled me, by the em- 
phasis of terror which seemed to fill it. 
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"Ikkho, Samil Behold, my losdr 
trare the only wordB that escaped him, aff— 
to my aatonifihineiit — he nuhed towards me 
and dung to me in unmifltakable hofior. Up 
amangst the trees^ then down upon the 
ground, and agam upon the topa of the 
buahes^ I hehdd a hu^e grej monkey, evir 
deatly ezdted by some emotion of rage, or 
dread* I knew that monkeys are no ob- 
jects of fear or avension to the natives of 
IndiBi by many sects of whom they are 
regarded with devout veneration, so that the 
appearance of such an animal by no means 
accounted for the terror of my companion. 
The q^ick eyes of the Pana — for the guide 
was one of that despised and outcast race — 
had', however, detected more than struck 
my vision^ In fact^ I was at first impressed 
with tiie idea that the monkey was mad ; 
for so grotesque were the springs and leaps^ 
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80 ^aMBdant the ytfUa of the creature as it 

Beared us — ^now wal&ii^ almost upright^ 

and slow whirlk^ throi^^h the air, like a 

tuuibtii^^ I»gei»n, — that tb^^e was something 

%uite unusual about ik I had oertainly 

never heard that, i& their other analogies to 

man, the monkajFa shared iu' the maniacal 

affiietaon; but %m^ while the supposition 

crossed me, aad as I i^i vain radeavouised to 

eitsact a& answer from the tremhUng Foriai 

whom I oould n0t shake off, I pereei^ed that 

the monkey was moK alone I Straggling 

throojgh the und^woed I could now deteict 

the glistening an^ viscous skin, the erect» 

ktrod&hed head of a hurge snake ; — its stem 

eyea fixed on the fleeing ap^ which jet^ 

ever and anon, as if impelled by that vi- 

perine mapietism which is the secret of its 

powen^ of fascination, looked back to gaze 
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on the very object that loaded its feet with 
the heavy fetters of dismay ! 

The Serpent, as well as the Monkey, is 
held in reverence by the worshippers of 
Brahma, ; and although my attendant was 
an outcast, it is not idle to conjecture that 
sentiments of religious awe mingled with the 
personal and superstitious apprehensions 
which were excited by so strange a spectacle 
as that presented by this conflict between 
animals accounted as gods. What the warfare 
S3rmbolled to his mind I know not ; but my 
own thoughts, as I watched the extraordinary 
chase, were full of curiosity to witness the ter- 
mination of the combat. Presently the snake, 
by an undue vigorous movement, overleaped 
its prey — thus for a feyr seconds losing sight 
of it. It was a huge reptile, at least ten feet 
in length — of a deep grey, flecked with 
white except near the many-jointed tail, 
which was black and like that of a skate, 
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thorny and acuminated ; and with which it 
lashed the ground, until every plant that 
grew near it lay broken 1 It was a Whip* 
snake. 

The Monkey, meanwhile, aware of .its 
temporary advantage, looked about; and 
for the tirst time appeared to be cognizant of 
our presence. Was it instinct, then, that 
suggested the course which it took 1 for, as if 
it knew the natural enmity which exists be* 
tween man and the serpent, and counted upon 
that feud as a token of assistance, it sprang 
suddenly towards us, and with a bound 
laced its forepaws round the Paria — looking 
at us with such a look of imploring, human 
suffering, that I could no more withstand it 
then, than I can describe it now. There 
was at once an appeal and a trust in that 
look, of which no one could believe the fa^ 
ml expressions of the ape tribe capable^ 
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It did not acareuif nor cary, nor scratch, not 
kitft— Imi dang panthig and sobbing to the 
Paiia; who tnraing ydlow with deadly fsar, 
fell to the earth : while at the same time^ 
and just as the snake was dose upon, ns, I 
fiyond myself free from the fellow's graqp, 
and setmated to a short distance ;— praying 
that the stone-«tiU body of the Paria, on 
which the reptile had already passed, while 
th^ monkey crouched beneath it, might re- 
tain its stirless position^ I raised my gun 
and fired! 

The reptile fell, shot right through the 
renemous head ! Writhing and loathsome, 
it lay harmless ; while the monkey — ^appar- 
ently safe from tooth and fang — looked up, 
and with actions as bizarre as they were de* 
monstratiYo of joy, started aside, snuffed at 
the dead snake, grinned, chattered, mewed, 
patted th0 prostrate Pana> and then mO^ 
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a shrill orj, and a look towards um 
which said *' Thank jfm ?* as i^nlj as 
ever tongue spokef darted awaj into tiie 
woodi 

The Paria had fainted from sheer tmai^ 
n6r wafl it without some difficulty I restoifad 
him to anii&ation. Much time passed ere 
tiie panic, that had impaired his senses for 
the moment, yielded to my assutanoe of 
the disappearance of all danger ; and whte 
we ^^n broke into the path, the sudden 
twilight of India wse gathering round us. 
We adranced without interruption at a Inrid: 
pace, although the signal (iUnger from which 
my attendant had so providentially estoped, 
had materially affected his mind — ^as wbs 
erident from his starts of trepidation at the 
slightest noise, If the root of a tree across 
the path looked snake-like in the uncert^n 
lights he would pause, make a detour te 
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EToid it, or stop altogether till reassured hj 
me. At length, indeed, when I had hoped 
our proximity to Mooi^pett was within a 
few furlongs^ and when the darkness in- 
creased so as to render our progress snail- 
like, what was my annoyance to be told by 
the trembling wretch that he had mistaken 
the track, and knew not which of the three 
paths that here presented themselves to 
choose ? I considered that to move in any 
direction was preferable to remaining where 
we were ; and at a hazard went straight 
forward, I heard a sound — ^it was the 
drums beating off at sunset, and the hills of 
Nundydroog sent the echos to us. At 
Moorgapett we could scarcely have heard 
them. Where were we, then ? I felt 
hungry and tired ; and great was my reli^ 
when the approaching fall of footsteps struck 
upon my ears. Two men and a woman, 
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driving a bollock heavily laden, came up ; 
and hailing them I enquired the distance to 
Moorgapett. 

" Pamh kutche kasa-^foU five coss— ten 
milea^'^ was the rei^j. There was a groan 
from the guide. 

. Agoo hooch gawn hie f — Is there a village 
in advance V^ asked L 

^ YeSy^' was answered in Hindustani ; '' it 
is but half a mile by this road to Gargoli ; 
but you had better go by the right*hand 
track, as the shorter way is full of chXkkur 
-~mud/' 

^ Is there a Jmigalo—ifk house raised by 
Government for the accommodation of tra*^ 
vellers) at Gaigoli T 

'' Ko, sir, but an officer is pitched there 
for the night ; be is on his way from Ghooty 
toBeUary/' 

There was some comfort in these w(N^ds 
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for I was obliged to abaiid<A all ideas of 
goiBg to Moorgapett^ frofti wfaith, though in 
a diflferent direction, I was almost as far »§ 
when we set out: so on We weitt) though 
foolishly taking the narrower and nestrer 
way which we had been so kindly^ y^ use^ 
lesdy warned against. We fand flow ^d 
reason to repent having done so, for just as 
we came within si^t of the Tillage fights, 
as I was joyfully bounding on in front of my 
wearied guide, I found myself up to tiie 
ankleil in mud, in manhy gromsd that 
required dexterity and extreme cautibm 

Kvbbur dor, Mhib ; ytlh to cMkhur ' ha 
chmvrbaloQ At^ !-^Take care^ sir, this is a 
slough — a quicksand !^' cried the Paria ; 
but the words had scatoely passed hi& lips 
ere> jumping from a soft and quaking spot 
upon what I imagined to be a mcniad ef 
firm soil, I found myself up to my tib^gfas in 
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ik^ mud. I shoated out to the Paria to 
hd|x me ; bat be wag obfioiislj rigbt in not 
advancmg to 1^ reflcue, for be eould bave 
but flhaf ed in mj misbap. Tbis, bowever, 
did not strike me at the time, so I almsed 
Mm grossly, but all to no purpose; or 
salher to a puvpose that utterly ccmfounded 
me, for be turned away without a word, 
and fled from the place. I bad dropt my 
gun, and began to fael that every struggle I 
made to extricate myself ouly served to 
ifaplant me* deeper in the slough ; and, 
worse: tban all I I experienced a slowly sink- 
ing motion, which convinced me that I was 
peoetcating farther into tbe encroaching 
mire. 

.Tbe> slime was already up to my waist — ^a 
oomplete panie seized me-^ sort of uncer- 
tain and capricious delirium invaded my 
I remembered having heard of a 
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hone which, Gambling into one of these 
quagmirefl^ had sank until it was buried in 
the mud. A thousand terrible fancies came 
into mj head ; lightning gleamed before my 
eyes ; my ears were full of the ringing of 
many bells. I heard the whizzing ot balk 
— the yells of wolves, and as I felt the 
slime up to my arm-pits, I raised my arms 
and hands over . my head, laughing and 
screaming in utter frenzy. Then a thought 
of my boyhood's home — my sweet pastoral 
home in the Highlands of Scotland — of my 
mother — of my sister— came over me ; and 
1 prayed I After which, with the warm 
paste-like death, slowly, slowly, but surely, 
glueing up about my very throat, I lost all 
hope. Suddenly something struck against 
my head ; the vanished hope returned with 
the touch, and with it life, sense, energy I 
There was a rope in my hands ! How came* 
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it there 1 I knew not ; but God gave me 
presence of mind to fix it firmly about my 
wrists and arms^ and then I clutched it and 
fdt it hauled. There were many vain at« 
tempts made to release me-many painful 
struggles ; but after a time I knew that I 
was gradually emerging from the mud — and 
then again I thought that all was over with 
me, for I swooned. 

When I was restored to conseiousness, I 
found myself in a tent, carefully attended 
by a gentleman in whom I recognized the 
experienced surgeon of H. M/s — — Regt 
My hands and arms were torn and bleeding 
—my shoulder was dislocated — and I suf- 
fered great pain. But the dislocation was 
soon set to rights ; and a copious warm 
bath, some food, and the greatest kindness 
and care, with a few hours repose, restored 
me sufficiently to resolve on going on to 
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Uooi]ggp6tt» to mj friend EUerslie. I had 
dcme the poor retiled Paria injustice ; aeting 
with a dieoreet energy for which I did not 
giTe him credit, he had abandoned me only 
to bring succour ; and it came not a moment 
too soon. 

The worthy Doctor insisted on sending 
me to Moorgapett in his palanquin, as he 
intended remaining the day at KundydrQog> 
where he would mention my accident, and 
where he was expected by the Commandant. 
It was only four miles to Moorgapett, and 
I reached it about ten in the morning. 
What, then, was my astonishment to find 
that Mr. EllersUe had neither been there, nor 
was he expected ! Great as my woiider was, 
it increased to giant size when I perceived 
jQ^e of j9ur Mess officials approach ; whilst 
p^r menials, whose visages were %}niliar 
to me, \»g3in to pit(^ a tent.^^oi^ i^* 
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mental meB»-tent«..beDeath the mango trees 
near which I stood I 

"What, in the name of Yishnoo, is all 
thisr 

** A parcel for master ;'^ said the Mess- 
man. 

« Oh ! from Mr. EUerslie ?" 
'' Ner, 8ar» vrom Ycnsign Hills.'' 

•* Sills f 1 opened it. At first I 

$a^w nothing but myself! It was a small 
twopenny-halfpenny looking*glass, in which 
I looked in truth more like a filthy ghost 
than a clean Christian. Over the back 
was pasted a slip of paper on whidi< was 
written — 



" hook ai the April Fool in the Jtmgle /'' 



AH the trui^b burst in upon m% like |t flsysli 
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of lightDing t A note fell from the parcel 
it contained a few words : — 



" Deab Rob, 

*' Allow me to return, with interest, the hoax 
joxL plajed off upon me some dajs ago. I pay mj 
debt on the most legitimate date, the 1st of April. 
I hope you have enjoyed your trip with some imag- 
inary Collector and his cool claret. To make up for 
any disappointment, however, you may expect a lot 
of us to pic nic for the day at Moorgapett, where 
we shall join you soon after you receive this. Thine 
much, 

" Thomas Hells." 



Thej came ; but when they heard what 
had befallen me, and saw the maimed con- 
dition I was in, their glee became sincere 
commiseration ; nor was any one of them 
more kind or attentive to me in the illness 
that followed, than Tom Hills. I was borne 
back to Nundydroog in a palanquin and a 
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high fever, from which I did not recover 
for many days : nor did any of us soon for- 
get the 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



FAN 0' THE FAGOTS 



A STORY OF DORSET. 



I All going to tell jou a story which, not- 
withstanding its improbability, is as true as 
that the fire is now blazing briskly in the 
grate beside me, while the purring cat on 
the rug, after a milk-banquet, seems to 
listen, with a selfish enjoyment of her in- 
door comforts, to the hail that patters 



agaiut the lriBd6w^|MUie& III oU cfaMes of 
8od6t7, ^ ^1 ^ Und^f ef€ty modifiteticm 
of oirciunatanee^ itiaterialfl tnay be fbiitid for 
the seeking, Wherewitiial to Inould a hero or 
coDBtriKil a heroine. There ate more trage- 
dies in ireal life than there are ob the modern 
sta^; and ihettgh they may not be in^ 
vested trith those attributes of display that 
fit them for di^msitic representation, thej 
sure, nevertheless, |uroduGtive of moire tears^ 
than the poet's fictions are capable of yitlm^ 
ing from the eyes of hafd-hearted *' Young 
England/' The Hobbima^sketcdies of the 
cess-pools of society, which were so ea^rly 
— too eagerly — sought after ^oode years 
backi revolting though they were> had yet 
their germ of truth ; without whiebi indeed^ 
they could scarcely have excited the Mten«> 
tion they did. It ia only the naturaJl (hat 
can permanently attract ; but w4 doubt whe*- 
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ther the most extravagant aatbor has in- 
rented more than the troth, unless when 
oompelled — a Uterary Prospero — to call 
** Spirits fircHn the vasty deep/' to forward 
his views. The atrocities of a Jack Shep- 
pard, and the crimes of an intellectual 
monster, posBess...even in their exaggeration 
...a claim upon the attention of him who 
walks through mud and mire, as well as 
over glade and greensward, to study nature 
in all its various ramifications. Life is a 
poem, made up as frequently of sentiments 
as of events ; but it is incident which makes 
it a drama. 

The tale I have to tell is not one of sen- 
sation ; but refers to the physical condition 
of man, inasmuch as it is an actual outline 
of evil deeds done, provoking their own 
punishment. Alas that the guilt of the 
guilty should so often compromise the inno- 
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ceuee of the innocent ! Why do we not 
oontriye to prevent crime, rather than pride 
onrselves on the punishment of it ? 

Not £ur from Weymouth, and near a little, 
retired hamlet.. .of which it is said, '^ Into 
Bincombe and out of the world/'... resided 
many years ago, an old gentleman of inde- 
pendent fortune, accumulated in the East 
India Company's service. On his return 
from Madras, where the greater portion 
of his life had been spent, he found 
that, with the exception of one younger 
brother, he had not a relative in existence. 
That brother, a man of profligate life and 
extravagant habits, received him to an un- 
comfortable house, recently bereft of its 
mistress by death ; nor could even the na- 
tural kindness of the new-comer's heart 
blind him to the unpalatable fact, that the 
warmth of his reception was occasioned 
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more by the known amount of liii weakh, 
than by his blood-affinity to his hoBl. But 
there was one being in the house of his bro- 
ther, who, in her bright and spotless tnith- 
fulness, soon learned to love the old nabob 
...to console him. ..to amuse him in hours 
of indolence or unease. ». and to make him 
feel, even at his very hearty that there was 
still something in England, on earthy to 
make existence sweet to him. For her sake, 
for the sake of his niece, he bore with the 
uncongenial disposition of his brother ; nor 
had he long to do so. A fit of apoplexy, 
caused by self-indulgence, stretched Walter 
Burton on a bed from which he never rose 
again. Speech was denied him in h^ last 
moments ; but it was painfully eyident to 
all who witnessed them, that from his op- 
pressed mind secrets of importance w^e 
struggling for escape, which he in rain tried 
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to dirulge. Tko paniljsed limb rsfuaed to 
hold the pen — the torpid tongue to utter 
the sentence of revelation ; and as his eyes 
glared mldlj on his horror-strttck child, 
seeming for a moment to soften into peace 
as he saw her clasped in the a£fectionate 
arms of his brother, two wofd»^-«>onlj two 
— escaped him. 

" No f—Nieee r he jelled, rather than 
uttered ; and with these words rushed 
forth the red life in a suffocating gush of 
gore 1 

What needed tiiat thus anxiouslj he 
should implore his kind-hearted brother's 
protection for a child, beggared by his own 
la^h expenditure ? Tet no other mean<» 
ing could be supposed to lurk beneath the 
painful gesture and the final words, than 
the — " No! you will not forsake your 
X 5 
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niece T into wbioh the hearera had trans* 
fonned them I 

And, trulji Rosalie Burton had small cause 
to lament a parenti whose memory was 
linked with a thousand domestic cruelties 
towards that mild and broken-hearted 
mother whose decease had been her first 
great grief. For herself, her father had 
always evinced an unnatural dislike, which 
increased rather than diminished on the 
death of her only brother, a fine youth 
several years her junior. 

The remains of the deceased were no sooner 
consigned to the grave, than Mr, Burton 
made up his mind to retire to his native 
Dorset. A few distant relatives of the late 
Mrs, Burton proffered luke-warm kindness 
to Rosalie, but the girl was attached to her 
uncle, and he would not hear of parting 
with her. A. small but elegant house near 
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Bincombe was soon secured ; and the uncle 
and niece resided there happily, blessed in 
each other and in a select circle of friends. 
Of congenial tastes, both were fond of books, 
music, and flowers ; and two years flew 
quickly by ere any droumstance occurred 
likely to materially a£fect the fortunes 
of Rosalie Burton, now a fair and lovely 
creature of eighteen. 

A fine breezy morning in August had 
induced her to extend her walk by the sea- 
side, after having deposited her uncle, with 
a newspaper, among the long grassy soft- 
nesses that form so many pleasant resting- 
places on the downs towards Lulworth. She 
had rambled on, nearly a mile — taking a 
rich and innocent delight in the freedom of 
her loneliness ; ever and anon stooping to . 
pick a wild flower, or pausing to look at the 
far cliffs of Lulworth, shewing through 
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aolar enchantmento strange and prismatic 
eoloors. At times, too, she woxild leap 
gamesomelj from bank to bank, while a 
brief burst of song rang from her n>s7 Hps ; 
for well she knew that the seaside path she 
had chosen was seldom intruded on bj 
pedestrians ; and she eared not that the 
smiling herd-boy on the hill-side Watched her 
gambolEK, for all knew and loved the Ladj 
of Bincombe. She soon, however, readied 
an inlet^ or creek, which^^when the tide 
was low — admits of foot-passengers; but 
the tide was up, and she was on the point 
of retracing her step% when suddenly she 
became aware of the proximity of a hnmaii 
being, whose person was well'-known to her, 
but with whom circumstances had never 
before brought her into contact. 

Not far from Bincombe, in a wretched 
hut^ resided an old man ; still stout of limb^ 
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though verging on eighty. John Aylesbury 
had known better dayd ; but though death 
had token from him wife and children, and 
with them went many comforts, he was 
still too proud to beg; too honest to steal ; 
and he was fain to look after any little and 
light job which might fall in his way in the 
stable-yards; or about the esplanade of 
Weymouth : and many were the charitable 
indiriduald who were pleased with the 
honest industiy of poor John» and his kind* 
ness to the (mly other inmate of his cottage 
^a hitlf-witted sister, whose youth bad. 
brought shame to het father^s home, and 
who(te declining years added to the poverty 
and deittitution of her bi^otber. 

Fanny Aylesbury, or, as she was called, 
Fan o' the Fagots, on account of her sole 
occupation being the cdlecting and selling 
of stt6h bundles of sticks as she found in 
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her diurnal rambles, was — after all — only 
the step-sister of John, than whom she was 
nearly twenty years younger. In extreme 
youth she had been a beauty ; and, being 
originally yain and idle, she was easily 
induced to resign a life of creditable 
industry for the brief and unstable enjoy- 
ments of yidous opulence. Cast off by her 
** protector" (strange world-term for one 
whose object is destruction!) for alleged 
fiedthlessnesfl^ her fate was for many years 
unknown to her relationd ; and when she 
again reached fiincombe, where, with the 
exception of her brother, there was not one 
who was allied to her, none who would hare 
recognized in the thin, haggard, and wild^ 
eyed beggar-woman who craved a morsel of 
food, and a rag to cover her, the once fitir 
but Irivolous Fanny Aylesbury. John^s 
wife was then alive ; and they were better 
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off than in a£ter-time& They received the 
vagrant with a kindness she seemed to feel ; 
but the discovery was soon made that a 
silent, sullen moodiness, amounting to mad- 
ness had taken hold of her faculties ; and 
neither persuasicm nor affliction could obtain 
from her a single particular relating to her 
past life. Neither would she work, nor do 
anything but wander about from mom till 
night, collecting stickf?, logs of wood drifted 
ashore, and furze and heath, all of which 
were taken home. Years were thus passed, 
and John was left wifeless and childless — 
almost a beggar ; but there came no change 
over his nature. His treatment of Fan was 
ever invariably kind ; and 1 atterly, she had, 
without any prompting of his, thrown some 
system into her chosen task, for she was now 
an expert binder of fagots, earning many a 
penny by her labours ; and quietly, without 
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ft word, indeed, were all her litUe gabs 
deposited in John's hands. Nobody lii$d 
Fan o* the Fagots, for there was a rq>tdsiTe 
gloom about her that flung back ail sym- 
pathy ; but all kind hearts pitied her, look- 
ing upon her as almost a maniac. Tet it 
might have formed matt^ for speculation, 
whether her obstinate silence proceeded from 
a deep yet proud remorse, or was the diow 
of a spirit under the Protean influence of 
insanity. 

It was Fan o' the Fagots who, now, evi- 
dently unconscious of observation, attracted 
the attention of Rosalie. She was a tall, 
lean woman ; her countenance.. .not with- 
out a certain remnant of beauty — betraying 
the traces of care and trial more then age, 
and her hair, grizzled with early grey, esca- 
ping freely from the old drab bonnet which 
she wore ; whilst her homely garmwts were 



scarcely concealed bj a scanty cloak of dull 
red. Beside her, as she crouched close to 
the brink of the creek, was flung one of thoee 
£urdels of sticks whence ahe derlred her 
nickname; and, as she kept muttering to 
herself^ the natural curiosity of youth indu<- 
oed fiosalie to bend forward through the 
fuize bushes which divided them. 

'^Better to die/' said the poor creature,. •« 
^better to die than live and toil I hate 
life, and I hate work: they are two evil 
tilings to the poor and the old and the 
wicked r 

For a moment she sboop&i her head on her 
knees ; and in the next, with a wild gesture 
f^nging up and forwards^ she was phutging 
into the waters of the creek. Rosalie had no 
time for thought, had no time for screame ; 
the impulses of a kind and bold young na* 
tore were at onoe imprudently obeyed, and 
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she wafi up to the waist in water, in the at- 
tempt to saye from suicide the crazed woman, 
ere the strong graq> of the already repentant 
creature^ clinging to her robe and bearing 
her down, taught her to feel that fear of 
death which now for the first time iced her 
heart She fell that she was sinking under 
the burden of her whom she would have 
saved ; and the water, that already bubbled 
up to her neck, striving... as it were. ..to 
enter those sweet lips, thence to ravish life, 
almost choked the cry of agony that arose 
from her, but which was yet answered by a 
shout of encouragement ! 

A horse and rider were on the bank. In 
a moment the steed was discarded — in 
another the rider had borne to the shore the 
senseless forms of the two females — for both 
had fainted. His shouts collected some 
people, at work in the adjacent fields ; and 
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the objects of his humanity were soon safe 
and alive nnder the hospitable roof of Mr. 
Burton. A welcome guests thencefonrord, 
was Percy Saville there ! 

Old John Aylesbury was soon apprised of 
what had befallen his sister, who for many 
days lay a carefully attended sufferer in Bin- 
combe HalL A violent brain-fever had been 
the consequences of the wretched woman's 
attempt at self-destruction, while the youth 
of her preserver guaranteed her from the evil 
effects of so sudden an immersion. 

Meanwhile both the nabob and his niece 
had learnt, with the ready quickness of af- 
fectionate and grateful natures, to love their 
daily visiter; whom they valued not the 
less when they discovered him to be the in- 
timate friend of their acquaintances, the 
Kinglakes of Weymouth. On their return 
one morning from a walk, finding that Dr. 



260 Boron BiooLLicn^iri^ 

Studfiirt WM with Ihe inviUd, the/ itepp^ 
into her room to enquire how A& wsui 

'^Fm £rodi ddiriam)^ whispered tho 
doctor, '^ hut weak and low/' 

"* Who is thatr cried the iick dreHttire, 
as her eyes» yacantly wanddring over the 
groop^ rested upon the gentle £bm» <tf Rosalie^ 
who^ in replj to the qoety, had Ipitli^ U^ 
wards the bedside. 

** This is the yonng kdy of whom I hate 
been telling you^'' said Ihr« Standbst^ ** who 
nearly lost her life in endeftvoeiing to prih 
senre joors. She is the nieoe of Mr» Borton 
here, nnder whose loof— *-- *' 

^ Burton r interrupted the WotnaOy guing 
so wildly on the party that the good doetor 
feared a relapse into firenty :-^^ No, no I 
that is not Walter Burton !" 

'* How very strangid P whispeked Rosalie^ 
'^ Walter was my father's name/' 



mmn BBoauEorfora. 261 

A glance waa exdianged hetwiici (Jie me- 
dical man and tlie iiajiob-'*^ glanoe that hO" 
tiaycd the biff& of strange dcttbte in bath 
ndnda. 

^ £Bie i& raviBg^'' iiaid Mr. fitandftmt, io a 
low tonQ } '^ yoa had better cetare :''^ and he 
lod Misi Burten to the deor^ fieaieelj had 
ihft. departed me Mr. BsHteoi, approaehiog 
the bed» asked ^n if she had knaiYii his 
hiotheF, Walter Bartea ^ 

*^ Know him P she nitteced, BUMming 
daeply ; ^ I know nothing but that I am. a 
poor mad creature — made mad by woman^ 
vanity and man's unholy pa88iQ.DS.<ty-And 
she^ that sweet youAg kdy, is Walter 
Burtoa^» ohild ^**Wel}, wellt...Andf fives 

'^ K09 my good woman^ he is dead: ; bi^ 
i£ he has ever wiaonged you, eonfide 
11^ me^&n therodi'^ Q^ those wpongs.'^ 
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"^ Dead 1... and I cursed him bat yester- 
day I'' said the woman, as she fell into con* 
Tulgions^ from which it was some time ere 
she recovered, When she did so, the first 
object that met her eyes was Percy Saville 
...who had drawn near to assist Dr. Stand- 
fast, and ¥ras now for the first time visible 
to her. A strange soreness of heart had 
filled his eyes with tears, as he held the 
quivering frame of the sufferer in his arms ; 
and the naturally open and benign expres- 
sion of his countenance arrested her 
attention. 

** Are you my preserver V' she said, in the 
low voice of exhaustion. 

*• With God's help T humbly replied the 
young man. But whether the excitement of 
strange memories had overtasked the feeUe 
intellects of poor Fan, or the doctor had 
been deceived in adjudging her free from 
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brain^ever, was doubtfiil; for, as Percy 

spoke, she sprang wildlj np in her bed, 

seized him bj the wrist, and exclaim* 
ing~ 

*' It is all a dream ! Walton and he I" 
fell back again in temporary insensibility. 



Two months passed away.. .a short space 
of time, yet long enough to ripen love. 
Love, that dream of the troubled sleep 
which men call existence, overshadowed 
with its fairest visions the two young crea- 
tures who, mom and eve, were to be seen 
wandering together on the green Nothe, with 
its fine seaward views ; or round the grey 
ruins of Sandesfoot Castle; or on towards 
Portland, quarried 'midst quarries ; or over 
the verdant heights of their own Bincombe. 
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Often, too, would they stop at John Ajles* 
borj's hoTd...now made comfortable and 
snog. .. whence thej nerer departed without 
the benediction of the restored Fagot-w<>- 
man. None saw the paroxjsoms of pas- 
sionate tears shed by the haUf-crazed crea- 
ture, as she sat watching their retiring 
forms ; or, if seen, the beholder would haTC 
ascribed them to insanity. Tet Fan was 
an altered being... calmer, quieter, birt with 
a heavy look about the eyes that told of 
concentrated care. 

Our affections are sometimes streng<^«ii6d 
by the pains they cause vs ; but there w«re 
no pains, no jealousies, bo hiftdrances to the 
sweet unrebuked affection that knit those 
young creatures heart to heart. Yet no love 
could be stronger, truer, purer ; and mecj*^ 
body — ^almost everybody but Fai;^ 0' the Pa^ 
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gots— knew tbat Percy Saville was now the 
dfldared lorer of Bosalie Burton. 

And who was Percy Saville 1 

'' I am a mysterious personage — quite a 
Baddiffean here,'' said he, with a melan* 
choly smile, a^ on the day he had permitted 
himself to tell his love to Roaslie, he sat be-* 
side her and her uncle on the grassy hillock, 
near the spot where they had first met 
"And it remains for you both to say — ^when 
you know what I am-H)r, rather, when you 
know as much about me as I do myself-~ 
whether I may still dare io encourage a pas<* 
sion which, with most rare generosity to a 
stranger, you have smiled upon. You al- 
ready know from my kind friend Sir Oharles 
Einglake, who advised me to « be the teller 
of my own tale, that I am possessed of pro- 
perty to the amount of a quiet five hundred 
Tok m. V 
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Mrjmr ; and that though I hATO «ta4ied for 
the bar, I pnfar the i&dtilgBneo of Uteiary 
labours to the wear aad tear of lalWsnits. 
But you know not that I faaye derired mj 
Inige name and ainall fcHune from no an- 
cestral line^^firam no patatnal foifat-^I am 
a fomuUinff r 

''Good Heayeiwr cried Mr* BAiAoq, 
sfaurting ; wMst Bdsalie*..whMe baud had 
tested on her uncle's kuees, quietly wifth- 
diew'it and placed it witlimberlover^s... 
tunuugy as she did ao^ her sweet faee to- 
warda him with a look thftt kept hiun sikat 
from unutterable blissL 

" Yes, dear fr»ndi^'^ he continued, '' all 
that is knowiK of me is, that I waa found at 
thiR door of a. rich but^eeeentiici old maiden 
lady, <whe: rasided in Sa(willeBow« i^ Lon- 
im* 'Hiss I^m^cy was a distant relative of 



La(fy Si&gkbe, : the oaly 6ne of h^ kioflh 
fi)|k: wiHi irham she attsoeifttod in amitj ; for 
she «M tKf a wMmsloal temper, and had 
for B»H37 jeais . lived abroad, or in almost 
complete retixettieiit when in Engknd. 
HowBiBC, to xm, chaQCe-throwA upon hex 
neTerHEduiEbetii% charity, die becajsie panent 
and i&ieiul. ^e kted im as a mother ; no 
SOB could cheridi her more tenderly than I 
did. 

I was f oUn4 by heraeU^ on her retiarn 
frem an early widk : no gauds^ whirring 
of secret high eonnexion, accompanied the» 
no doubt, beggar's brat, who, wraf^d in 
nags, was deposited at her threshold ; and 
BO investigation led to the detection of the 
irrebched, pohaps guilty^ authors of my be- 
ing. Yet she rather rejoiced than regretted 
that na discovery iftas nmde ; cherishing me^ 
N 3 
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sod (at Sir Gharks will tdl you) lavishing 
on me the whole peDi-up affection of a long 
and lonely life. She had me christened in 
the presence of the Einglakes, giving me 
her own name prefixed to that of the locality 
in which I was found. I was educated care* 
fully, if not showily : attended her abroad, 
passing whole years in Germany and France ; 
and never found her love exacting, her cen* 
sure burdensome ; so that when she died, a 
year ago, bequeathing me the all I possess, 
I shed such tears over her grave as the 
loving son weeps for a loving mother. 
And now——** 

He paused, for he could not proceed ; and 
it was only the redoubled pressure of the 
kind fingers that intertwined with his that 
reassured him. 

*" And now/' interposed Mr. Burton, look^ 
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ing up and smiling, ** be you baron's bant- 
ling or ' beggar^s brat/ you are still deat 
and welcome to James Barton and his 
niece/' 



What a season of bliss was that which 
SQCceeded to the conversation we have de- 
tailed I Alas t that all this ringing PLEAsmtx 
should be b«t the sounding rattles to 
announce the approaching snake— paixJ 
We have a mau/vais pcis—^ dark step-^iu 
our story to make, and we <;are not to loiter 
as we move along. 

Among the many groups of round, 
grotesque hiUs near Bincombe, or rather 
upon them, are numerous mounds, cairns, 
or barrows — wlics of antiquity — perhaps 
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plftMS of sepulture of m^^Ugr omb of the 
pLdea time. Kow, it happened one monung 
that Percj SaTille^ lamUiog ekoe^ came 
upon one of the most retired of those heights^ 
where, to his astonishment^ he fonnd Fan 
o' the Fagots bnsily employed in raising a 
massive pile of wood, already of no inconsi- 
decable pmpoitions. The woman tdarted as 
he approadied, bat instantly reoorered 
bsnadf*. 

" And . whore is your sweet sister-fiq^t^ 
goodangel-gentlemaar asked she, 

'' Lazy, this monii^ Fan,'' replied 
SaTiUe ; '' but what brings you here 1 Is 
all this huge pile intend^ for a bonfire to 
do honour to our marria^B 1" 

'' Marriage V cried the woman, begioxung 
to tremble visibly : ^* what mean you, sir V 

"* Do vou not knoW amweced be, won- 



deirifii^iat Hm vMieiiii exciteoient c^ her man- 
net^ '^ iiiaifcTDiir farourite Ladj of Binoombd 
wiiLin. a &w skort daysj be my wedded 
wifer 

' A ahsiefcijpaifled..ihe ii^ pf the. woman 
as, 4er lips whiite witk.s(Hiie:Budden sicknefis> 
he£: ejm giaring. wildly^ she: stood before 
binv a iiui]ijeKlt for a painter . who ^duld 
wilUngly embody exitarefQe. horror. 

" Wha* ^ai^ yoi^ - good Ean«y T de- 
mai»dedr Saville,: ia some; alarm* ^' Surely^ 
I hav.e: said nothing' b\it v^^hat should pleaser 
yoiur. 

A ; Qhanget came over the fiice of the 
womao^ and. her .eyes filled with tears. 

" Oh J tell me;' she cried,— ": tell me.that 
you. have only been jesting with poor Fan ;.. 
thaiyoui are. not going to be mamed.to Miss* 
Bustoia^ — ^a»d J will, bless you r . 
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' *" ^^9 7^ >^ nniveU, m j poor fiaend«* 
nid Percf, soothingly ; ** you lore ns both, 
and cannot wish ns who lovo eadi other to 
live aparf 

"^ I tell j<m/^ ahe ezdaimed, again speak- 
ing loudly, ^ that it must not be. Who is 
she that is so bold as to wed your mother^s 
son ? I love you both too well to listen to 
such things. Tonng man, look not thns 
npon me angrily, for — I am your mother /" 

Percy was thnnderstrack : not that for a 
moment he credited her wild assertion, but 
he feared that insanity in some new and 
dangerous shape had seized the woman ; and 
he took her hand, and tried to soothe her. 

'' No, no !^ she cried, as again and again 
she kissed his hand, ** I am not ill, or mad. 
This last stroke brings a pang which madness 
might cure. I tell you, boy, you are my 
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"SOQ as surdj as Rosalie is the daughter 01 
jgour father, Walter Burton 1 Hear meT 
she continued, faHii^ on her knees» — ^ hear 
me confess to God «nd you, that I am your 
auri^er as certaiidy as that the mole on your 
right cheek lias its fellow on your left 
breastr 

*' Oh, God !'' groaned the wretched young 
man, ''can this be a reality, or but some 
fearful dream ^ Tbere k indeed a mole 
upon my breast'' 

'fMychfld! my child P wailed Fan 6* 
the Fagots, as she dashed herself on the 

ft 

ground at his feet — '' curse me not, as Z 
have cursed you ; when abandoned to want 
and misery by my seducer, I bore you to the 
door of a rich mansion in Saville Bow, thare 
leaving you — for I had not the heart to kil 
jr<ou. I left you there — ^I fled, I knew BOt 

JT 5 
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whither; aad for jean all memorjr of the 
past was a bltmted sensatioD, for I became 
mad, and was confined in some b§dIam-celL 
When I recovered, I learnt that the chari- 
table iadj who had oocapied that house had 
taken 70a with her abroad, where both had 
died. Bat no sooner did I behold jou h^re^ 
than mj heart claimed yoE. I remembered 
the name <^ Percj— of Sarilla I remem« 
bered the mote on jour cheek — ^but I dared 
not speak, for I never suspected that jou 
loved jour companion with m(m than a 
brother's love. Now, indeed^ the punish- 
ment of Heavm falls heaviij on me/' 

And again she dashed her furrowed fore- 
head in the dust ; while crushed beneath 
the weight of his own wretchedness, the 
wnvinced and despairing jouth experienced 
« grief that knew not tears. At length the 
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xrael seififibaess of his ftfigoish istrook him ; 
he bent over her \rhom he <»)uld no longer 
doubt was* his mother; he raised her 
tenderly in his arms, and spcdse soothingly 
to her. 

** Bless yoH,'^ die 'murmured/' bless yon I 
but go — ^reveal aU as soon as may be : it i6 
a duty that shoidd s^thdr be postponed nor 
avoided. ^CrOivbut see me not again till this 
great grief has subsided, and you can look at 
me without hatred V^ 

'* He arose in that stupefaction of mind 
which wQuld have induced him to yield pas- 
sively to^^any command, howsoever unrea^ 
sonable ; und ere another hour he was with 
Sir Charles KinglaJce — for he dared not ge 
to Bincombe;^^ ^ 

" My poor boy,^ cried the worthy baronet^ 
on his return from Fan o' the F^ggota^ tm 
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whom be had hmtenrf on hearing the recital 
of his young firirad, with a fiiint hope of 
eliciting some intelligence contradictory of 
her former statemoit^ — ''it is all too true ! 
I found her where jou left her. There was 
agonj in her breast^ but no madness. She 
told me all, dearly^ succinctly/ 

** I knew it would be so/' said Pen^, as 
he now freely wept in the arms of his sym- 
pathising friend : ** I hare ?nitten to Mr. 
Burton — to Rosalie I'' He could not say 
'' sister r 

'* 'Tis wdL The steamer is ready. Erom 
Jersey you can speedily pass to France. 
Thence with me. And now, dear Percys a 
stout heart, and a belief that Ood neres 
sends us such trials but for wise, ay, and foe 
kind purposes — and all will yet go wdll 
There, lean upon me ; Geoige has seen that 



ROtTOH RECOLLECTIOKS. 21^7 

every thing you require is on board ; and 
rely on me that your poor suffeiing mother 
shall be cared for/' 

And thus, while the inmates of the Hall 
were wondering at the unususd absence (^ 
Percy Saville, a tragedy was being played 
which threatened to sever him from them 
for ever ! B^h uncle and niece were pon- 
dering anxiously on the probable cause of 
their friend's non-appearance, when Sir 
€harles Einglake was announced. The 
baronet had a terrible task beiore him, but 
he possessed judgment, tenderness, and reli* 
gion. He told the tale guardedly ; he poured 
a balm into every wound he made ; and 
though the sorrow he witnessed was so har- 
romng as to unfit him for anything for 
several days, he saw that he had acted 
wisely; and that his bearers were blessed 
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with the 0ame genuine trost in God's jtistice 
and men^ that cheered his own spirit, But 
grief will have its conisei, and Rosalie wss 
spared* the laioirtedge txF a scene of new 
honor which took (dace the ensoing daj, by 
a violent ftver; which for some weeks 
chained her in complete sedusiontto her 
chambw. 



While Percy Saville was momentarily in- 
creasing the distance that separated him — ^he 
ahnost hoped for. ever^-^from her whom he 
could not without a thrill of horror think of 
as a sister — and from her who he dared not 
doubt was his mother, — bright rose the sun, 
and like molten gold poured down its rays 
on the green, treeless hills of WeymoutL 
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And there affllBy on that remoter moont^ 
heside ap enermous pile of wood, now twice 
the Aze it was the day before, stix)d £an 'o. 
the Fagots I That night of thought and 
woe of aching remorse had worked a fearftd 
change upcm hen Despair^ that dashes out 
its mad brains against the stones of disap** 
pointed hope, had in one night shriyelled 
the spare form and wrinkled the haggard 
brow. Her e^ were wild and bloodshot ; 
the lurking fever in her veins had scorched 
up the healthful dews of sorrow from her 
eyes. A frantic smile — ^the^smik that is 
joyless, and fearful to look upon — passed 
across her visage as she gased on h^ work ; 
and then not even when on the threshold of 
her last black offence, foigetting Him whose 
merqr never forgets His creatures she knelt 
;uid prayed 1 



. Whodares to say that the prayers of noad- 
11688^ bunting from the rent and penitent 
^irit, ascend fhiitlesBly to the Great List- 
ener t 

Then up she started — tore some branches 
aside— -and there^ within the pyre, thick- 
heaped of dry wood and furze, lo ! a little 
resting-jdace, enoygh to hide her withered 
form, appeared! What may this mean^ 
She enters in — drags the displaced fagots 
oyer her, shutting out light and air — ^and 
lo ! ere one could count a hundred, up from 
the steaming pile whirl into the blue air 
dense clouds of suffocating smoke ! And 
now all is thick vapour, until behold 1 where, 
again, from every crevice and crack bursts 
forth the blazing fire ! 

The conflagration was not to spend itself 
unnoted, for it had not burnt long ere there 
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were many gazers on the surrounding heights; 
and flocking towards the hissing mass ran 
wondering crowds. The long, bard, summer 
dried grass» with which the hill was covered- 
shrieked— riven by the fire : but there were 
louder shriek! from the blazing fagots ; and 
all at once, as the frighted groups of specta- 
tors drew near, a Living Shape, bearing the 
aspect of nothing human, leaped up once 
through the flames, and wiUi a hideous yell 
sank down again — never more to rise t 



Weeks had passed-^-^md at last Rosalie 
Burton, restored to her uncle from the very 
brink of the grav^ had accompanied him to 
London. The terrible fete of poor Fan o' 
the Fagots was carefully conceded from the 
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raflEsEing ghi wIum delicato health coa^ 
tixmfid to ezdte great i^prehensioiui in the 
noinds of hex fiienda, yet her gxie^ thu3 
ptejmg upoft health aai happia6«% ivas; 
*'not loud, but deep/' like the wofanded 
lioness that rune to the shades to hide her 
scan and .to lidc them in scditude, A^ 
mouoied in tiie loneliness of her.spirit oi^es 
the wounds ot her heact . 

One eveniAg 6he sat beside her uncle and 
^ir Charles. Kin^ake, who had come with 
them to town, and was penfflvdj engaged 
over some fancy-work, when Mr. Burton — 
leaving ihe room for a moment — returned 
with an antique casket, which had been .the 
property of fiosalie^s mother. . 

** Thank you, uncle," said she ;,** I wanted 
some -more beads, and how kind of you to. 
recollect where 1 had deposited them before— '^ 



-^ ^tiB paused for she too remembeiddi thai 
when last that casket had been opened 
fiarey mi beside hen 

: 5' fbetn ig the key, dear imete, op^aKi 
^pteaseP 

Somethktg^ however, had^ got i&to the 
JEejrhoto ; aad as Mr« Barton was emieavc^ir^ 
i^-ta dear away the impeiUmeiit, he upset 
Ahe aMl^ whichr stood Mm tiie; edge of' tlb 
^ble, and lalliiig on the floor, it: was 
shiveted into ftagments I Beads and rings 
t3id tiinkete of all sorts> rolled abotzt the 
^eai^; but amongst them app^ed^ some 
fMM of discolmired manusodpt, whidh 
RiMdie knew she had not plained within &e 
jewalHcase. What oould they be ? picking 
JkBtsi^ up, she> read a few words to herself^^ 
held ttre papers out to her uncle — rand witii 
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a wild shriek of J07 ML fainting into Ut 
wtetretcfaed arms I 

Those papers accounted for the li»t sU i |- 
^ing anxiety to express what they contained, 
e?inced by Walter Barton on his death*bed» 
They were authentic documents, dearly 
proving that Rosidie was the daugfat^ of tte 
late Mrs. Burton by a secret marriage^ 
entered into at an early age. Miss Laoey had 
imprudently wedded a young officer of the 
name of QaveriDg ; and knowing that the 
avowal of their union would be attended by 
iier expulsion from her home, she prevailed 
upon her youthful husband — ^himself without 
family or fortune--to conceal it for at least a 
season. But they had not been manried three 
montiis ere the unfortunate young man was 
drowned ; and, in addition to b^ grief for 
his loss, the poor widow sorrowed over the 
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OKtainty that she would be a mother. She 
had long been the object of Mr. Walter BoTf- 
tM's addresses, and her &ther — ^a stem and 
vorldly man — ^insisted on her manying him. 
In this strait she resolved on an appeal to 
her persecutor's demencj, — and in an inter-^ 
view with him, confessed all. But she 
appealed to one who only thought of ^fi 
and then, on his solemnly swearing to retain 
her secret, provided she married him, she 
consented to become his wife. They went 
abroad immediately after their union ; and 
some years after, on their return to Eng- 
land, none doubted that the little girl by 
whom they were accompanied was their 
child ! 

Sir Charles Einglake barely took time to 
read over the important disclosures-^which 
had been consigned to the secret drawer of 
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the casket^ mw 90 proiddfiitially broketh^ 
before he set off for Frame ; xveither did bb 
And it a diffieolt matter to prevail upim faaa 
whom he eoi^ht there, to retuni with him 
to London. Poor Bomlie, wondroiiflijr re- 
▼rred by a disoorery whidi, hj de^vii^ 
her of a brother, restored to her a lover, 
folt convinced that in Mr. Barton she had 
still A more tiian parent ; and ^re many 
days ; four happy faces might hzn been 
seen together at the Nabob's mansion in Bd- 
grave Square, as the worthy and happy old 
man — leading Rosalie Glavering forward — 
kissed her blushing chedc, and then passed 
her into the arms of Percy Saviile. 



And h^e, I am told, that my third volinae 
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must end ; and yet I have not got through 
half my recollections. But if, fortunately 
for me and my publisher, the Circulating 
Library World should evince a relish for 
this .ample of my rough rambles, I promise 
them as many more, in somewhat the same 
vein, though perhaps in other regions, at no 
distant period. 



THE END. 



T. C. NfcWBY, Printer, 72, Mortimer-St., Ca?endi8h Square. 
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